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To the motion picture industry it’s an OSCAR. To television it’s 
an EMMY. 

But to the world of crime it’s a TOMMY...the gold-covered 
submachine gun that is awarded once every decade to the man or 
woman who has done the most for CRIME. 

The world’s ten top crime-lords have voted for the criminal of 
their choice. The time of presentation is at hand. 

BUT EEYOW...IT’S A DEADLOCK. 

There are not one—but three—favorite finalists. 

THE JOKER, that formidable clown of crime, has received three 
votes. THE PENGUIN, birdman of foul banditry, has received three 
votes. And THE CATWOMAN, the feline beauty with a purr-fect 
felon’s mind, has received three votes. 

To one master criminal goes the decision. 

AND YAA-AAA! HE DECLARES THAT THIS DECADE THE 
TOMMY WILL GO TO THE MAN—OR WOMAN—WHO CAN 
DEFEAT THE CRIMEWORLD’S GREATEST ENEMIES: BATMAN AND 
THE BOY WONDER ROBIN. 

POW! KAZAM! IT’S TO BE THE ENCOUNTER OF THE CENTURY. 
The three villains of doom vs. the caped crusaders against crime. 
MAY THE BEST MAN, MEN...OR WOMAN WIN!! 


VS. THREE VILLAINS OF DOOM 


by WINSTON LYON 


The character of BATMAN was created 
by BOB KANE 


CHAPTER 1 


A few miles outside Gotham City Harbor, the yacht Ocean Venture 
rode uneasily at anchor on the deep night swells of the ocean. No 
lights marked its presence. All the portholes were covered and the 
deck was bare. 


From the main salon of the yacht came the babble of voices and 
the pop of champagne corks. At the long horseshoe-curved banquet 
table a dozen men and one woman were seated. 


Ten of the men wore dinner jackets. 
Two men and the one woman were in costume. 


Seated to the right of the master of ceremonies was a tall, 
angularly lean man in a maroon formal coat with a bright yellow 
vest and a startling green shirt whose sharply pointed collar ends 
projected over his lapels. This bizarre costume was not the most 
striking feature of the tall, lean man. Indeed one hardly noticed his 
costume, outlandish as it was, because the face above it was so 
grotesque that it riveted the viewer’s attention. 


The lean man’s face was chalk-white, unlike any human 
countenance, and the madly grinning mouth was triangular and 
incredibly large, displaying perfectly even rows of square white 
teeth. Thin scarlet-colored lips were drawn back in a nightmarish 
grin into folds of the cheeks. Coal-black eyes stared out of dead- 
white eyeballs beneath curving black brows that seemed painted on 
the forehead in an expression of perpetual mockery. Above this, 
most startling of all, was a full combed-back head of grass-green 
hair! 

No one who looked upon this face once would be likely to forget 
it—or the name of the man. For this was the Joker—the formidable 
Clown of Crime. 


Beside him was a man who barely reached to the Joker’s 


shoulder, a dumpy, comical-looking fellow in a rakish top hat who 
smoked a cigarette in a long holder. The cigarette holder projected 
at a steep angle from his sardonically twisted lips. He wore a black 
formal coat, a bow tie, and a shirtfront unmarred by stud or button. 
In the jowly, rubbery face the most notable feature was a long, 
sharp, arrogantly tilted nose of spectacular proportions. Taken 
together with his receding forehead and chin, and his slit-like, 
almost sleepy eyes, this nose gave him an unmistakable 
resemblance to a certain Antarctic bird—a resemblance which the 
man’s mode of dress pointed up all too clearly. The Antarctic bird, 
of course, is the penguin, and this was indeed the Penguin himself— 
birdman of banditry, whose wickedly ingenious umbrellas served 
him well as weapons in his forays for plunder. 


On the left of the master of ceremonies sat a woman as lovely as 
her compatriots in crime were unprepossessing. Yet her costume 
was equally striking. The mask over her eyes also encased her head 
like a helmet that rose in two points at either side to resemble the 
pointed ears of a cat. The smoothly furred leotard that clung to her 
lissome, undeniably feminine figure was fastened at the waist by a 
belt, and from her shoulders a green cloak swirled down across the 
back of her chair. She wore black gloves, open at the finger-ends, 
and through the openings her incredibly long fingernails showed 
silver and gleaming-like claws. 


The claws of—the Catwoman! 


Amid the general hubbub, these three costumed figures sat 
almost silent, waiting. Occasionally one stole a glance at the others 
—a glance full of envy and malice. Abruptly the hubbub ceased. 


The master of ceremonies—whose name was John Whiting—rose 
from the center of the table. He rapped a gavel on the tabletop to 
silence the few remaining whispers in the room. 


“Gentlemen,” he said, “gentlemen of the underworld...” 


All eyes were turned to him now. Whiting, a tall, commanding 
figure of a man, waited with burly patience until the silence was 
complete. 


“We are met here tonight to choose the outstanding criminal of 
our decade. There are annual awards in other fields of endeavor— 
the Academy Awards given in motion pictures, the Emmy awards 
given in television, and the many, many plaques awarded in 


business, politics, the arts and sciences...But I believe it is fair to 
say that nothing—I emphasize nothing—equals in value, 
importance, or prestige the Tommy Award which is made every ten 
years by the members of our criminal society.” 


“Hear, hear,” someone shouted, and there was prompt and 
vigorous applause. 


Now Whiting reached beneath the table to produce a submachine 
gun. The submachine gun—familiarly known as a tommy gun—was 
coated entirely in gold. He placed it reverently on the center of the 
table. 


“This award is coveted by every respectable member of the 
underworld—not only in our country but around the world. In one 
way we are fortunate that we have three contenders for this prize 
whose exploits in crime have, beyond dispute, fully entitled each to 
claim the prize. I refer, of course, to our three guests of honor—the 
Joker, the Penguin, and the Catwoman.” 


The Joker’s grin seemed to stretch wider as he responded to the 
chorus of cheers and shouts. The Penguin puffed furiously at his 
cigarette, sending appreciative wreaths of smoke to the ceiling of 
the yacht’s salon. The Catwoman stretched languorously, linking 
her hands on the table before her, as though sheathing her claws. 

John Whiting’s square, rugged countenance looked pained. 
“However, I’m afraid that I have to report bad news. The award due 
to be presented to one of these three candidates at this Tommy 
Award dinner will not be presented.” 

Dismayed silence followed. Then: 


“Why not?” the Joker demanded shrilly. “I insist upon an 
explanation, Mr. Whiting.” 

“Egad, sir! So do I,” chimed in the Penguin. 

There was silky menace in the Catwoman’s purring voice, “I’m 
sure Mr. Whiting will offer an explanation.” 

John Whiting ran a finger under his shirt collar. 

“Well, ’'m afraid I must take the blame,” he said. “The decision 
of who gets the award is supposed to be reached by a majority vote 
of the ten leading crime overlords assembled here tonight—and I, of 
course, am one. The nine votes so far recorded are evenly split. 
Three votes each for the Joker, the Catwoman, and the Penguin.” 


As the yacht rocked sullenly on the winter sea, in the main salon 
a few dishes slid along the length of the white tablecloth. 


No one—and nothing else—stirred. 


“Then,” said the Catwoman in her most feline tone, “the final 
decision is up to you, Mr. Whiting. You will cast the deciding vote.” 


John Whiting nodded and flushed slightly. He was aware of the 
Catwoman’s malevolent gaze upon him, the Joker’s black pupils 
staring at him out of dead-white eyeballs, and the Penguin’s eyes 
narrowed to focus on him within almost invisible slits. 


Someone called out, “Why drag out the suspense? Tell us who 
you pick, Whiting!” 
“That’s just it,” John Whiting said. “I haven’t made up my mind.” 


“You haven’t—what?” The Joker rose halfway out of his seat in 
anger. 


John Whiting repeated firmly, “I haven’t made up my mind. 
There are strong claims presented by all three of the contenders for 
this fabulous prize. And I’ve come to the conclusion that the final 
decision must be postponed.” 


“What good will that do?” a voice demanded harshly from the 
far end of the table. 


John Whiting held up his hand in a silencing gesture. “We will 
postpone the decision for only one week. And in that time each of 
the three contenders will undergo a test that will establish his or 
her rightful claim to the Tommy Award—in a way that no one will 
be able to dispute. In fact, I am certain that at the end of the week 
the decision of the committee will be unanimous.” 

“Unanimous?” The inquirer chuckled. “You'll never get 
unanimous agreement about anything in the world of crime.” 

“Oh, I think I can,” said John Whiting. “For instance, I will now 
ask all members present here tonight to name the greatest menace 
to organized crime that ever existed in the history of the world. 
Answer when I raise my hand.” 

John Whiting raised his hand to give the signal. 

A thunderous concerted reply came: “BATMAN AND ROBIN!” 

John Whiting smiled. “It seems to me that it won’t be any more 
difficult to make our choice for the winner of the Tommy Award at 
the end of a week,” he said. “Because during that week, the Joker, 


the Penguin, and the Catwoman will compete against each other to 
outwit or destroy Batman and Robin. Their method will be simple— 
to commit crimes that bear their own unmistakable trademarks, and 
thereby to lure Batman and Robin into battle.” 


He glanced round the table. The members of the crime syndicate 
were obviously excited by the idea. And the three principals—the 
Joker, the Penguin, and the Catwoman—were already anticipating 
the contest to come, their eyes glittering at the thought of a life- 
and-death struggle with their hated enemies Batman and Robin. 


“Agreed?” asked John Whiting. “All those in favor say ‘Aye!’”” 
The room exploded with one roar. “AYE!” 


“All right, then,” said John Whiting. “A battle—to the death, if 
necessary! And may the best man—or woman—win!” 


Even as this strange conference was taking place, a small craft 
silently approached the yacht Ocean Venture. Low and riding almost 
level with the water, the strange craft was like a floating pontoon. 
To the casual eye it might have been merely a floating log. 

Steadily the odd-shaped boat came nearer, moving gently with 
the current. The water slid under her hull, shining dimly. 

And then the yacht’s starboard side upreared above, outlined in 
the gleam of pale moonlight. 

Abruptly two caped figures stood up from the prone positions in 
which they had been riding the pontoon craft. 

“Quiet, Robin,” said the taller figure. “We want to take them by 
surprise.” 

Robin nodded. “You first, Batman,” he said. 

Batman flung high a rope ladder. A magnet caught against the 
ship’s side and clung there to fix the rope ladder in place. Then he 
climbed agilely to the deck. In a moment Robin followed him. 

There seemed to be no one around, but Batman’s hand on 
Robin’s arm was a warning. 

“Someone’s coming,” Batman said. 

Batman and Robin melted into the shadows near the ship’s 
railing. The faintest sound, which Batman’s keen hearing had 
picked up, now became clear. It was the slow, measured tread of 
footsteps on deck. Around a turn came a tall, muscular sailor, 


cradling a shotgun in his arms. He moved a few steps forward, then 
paused to listen. 


Batman sprang from his crouch in a single bound. His hand was 
clamped over the surprised sailor’s mouth before the man could 
utter a cry. Batman wrenched the shotgun out of the sailor’s arms 
with his free hand and tossed it to Robin, who in a quick motion 
tossed it far out over the ship’s rail into the water. 


The powerful sailor now bent forward, trying desperately to pull 
Batman over his shoulder. But he was caught in a viselike grip. 


Batman’s arms closed tighter until the sailor gasped for breath. 
Then Batman’s fingers touched a nerve in the sailor’s neck. As the 
sailor slumped unconscious, Batman swung him up to deposit him 
on the tarpaulin of a lifeboat suspended in its davits. 


The entire struggle, violent as it was, took no more than a few 
seconds. 


Batman nodded to Robin, and the two caped figures moved 
swiftly toward a companionway that led below the deck. 


In the main salon, a marksmanship contest was under way. 


At one end of the huge room a large drawing of Batman was 
tacked up on the wall. The figure was drawn full size, with a circled 
target in the area of the heart. 


John Whiting said, “This is how we will decide which of our 
three contenders will get the first chance to prove himself superior 
to Batman. The Joker, the Penguin, and the Catwoman will fire air 
pistols with special phosphorescent dye markings—red for the 
Joker, yellow for the Penguin, blue for the Catwoman. Whoever 
comes closest to hitting the heart of Batman will get the first 
opportunity to prove the master—or the mistress—of the real 
Batman.” 

“Sacre bleu,” said Francois, the swarthy leader of the French 
underworld. “I must say you Americans have mos’ amusing ideas.” 

“Will the three contenders move up to the firing line?” John 
Whiting asked. “I don’t believe anyone will object if the lady goes 
first.” 

The Catwoman moved slowly, sensuously, over to the chalk mark 
on the salon floor, about thirty feet distant from the target. John 


Whiting handed her a long-barreled air pistol. The Catwoman’s 
arms extended, her claw-like fingers tightened. 


WHOOSH! 


“A nearly perfect shot, Catwoman,” John Whiting said 
admiringly. “Well within the target area of Batman’s heart.” 


The Joker hunched his shoulders as he stepped forward to the 
firing line. His grinning face reflected only the smallest sign of 
tension as he took aim and fired. 


WHOOSH! 


“Well done, Joker! Hardly an inch separates the two,” John 
Whiting said. “We will have to measure to see which came closest 
to the center. It’s your turn now, Penguin.” 


With a confident smirk, the Penguin stepped up to the mark, 
took aim, and fired. 


The shot went straight into the very dead center of the target! 


“You’ve earned the first chance at Batman,” John Whiting 
immediately announced. “Congratulations, Penguin.” 


Even as John Whiting stretched out his hand to the Penguin, a 
new voice rang with command through the salon. “May I offer my 
congratulations, too?” 


Everyone in the room seemed to freeze with terror. Then the 
Penguin whirled, his cigarette holder tilted at an incredulous angle. 


“BATMAN!” 


As though the name released everyone from a spell, they began 
to flee toward the rear entrance from the salon, with the Penguin 
himself in the lead. But before they reached the rear door, it flew 
open and the doughty figure of Robin, a red and green blur, sped 
across to crash into the Penguin full tilt, and send him flying back 
into the banquet table. He lay there like a plump sausage. 


After a dazed moment, the Penguin revealed extraordinary 
reflexes in his deceptively soft-looking body. He whipped off the 
tablecloth and swirled it at Robin in a rain of dishes and cutlery. 
Knives, forks, and spoons flew through the air. Robin was forced to 
make a high vaulting leap to evade the deadly barrage. 

Meanwhile, Batman exploded in the center of the other crooks, 
where he became a veritable spinning wheel of violent combat. The 
spokes were the flying, careening bodies of vanquished lords of the 


plunderworld. 


“All right, Batman! Now it’s my turn!” a shrill voice cried. 
Batman spun about and came face-to-face with the Joker. In an 
instant, the two were locked in terrible, straining combat. 


“Eet ees mos’ unfortunate zat you do not have zee eyes in back of 
zee head,” said Francois, the French leader, as he aimed a karate 
kick at Batman, who was struggling mightily with the Joker. In an 
instant, Batman swung the Joker about into the line of fire. The 
Clown of Crime collapsed with a groan as Francois’s kick caught 
him in the groin. 

As Francois tried another kick, Batman caught his ankle in 
midair. 

“You’re becoming a nuisance, chum,” said Batman. “Or should I 
say ‘mon ami’? My French is a little rusty.” 

And Batman swung the hapless Frenchman around like a 
battering ram, colliding with Oliver Therry and Hardrock 
Henderson as they tried to get close to him. 

Three surviving criminals tried to clamber out the main 
doorway. Batman abruptly dropped the senseless Francois. The 
coiling rope of his Batarang snaked out and whirled about the 
escaping crooks in a rapid series of loops that pinioned them 
helplessly. 

Meanwhile the Catwoman found her progress toward the rear 
door blocked by the stalwart young figure of Robin. 

“Don’t you dare try to stop me, you beastly boy!” she shrieked. 

She lunged at Robin with her claws. 

Robin kicked a chair into the Catwoman’s path. As the 
Catwoman went over it, she gave a screech and plunged heavily to 
the floor. 

The salon now resembled a battlefield full of writhing, figures. 

“Look out,” cried Robin. “Behind you, Batman!” 

One antagonist remained standing—the formidable Penguin. 
Batman and Robin began to close in on him. The Penguin backed 
slowly toward the rear exit of the salon. 

“Don’t come any closer, Batman or Robin! I may be compelled to 
deal severely with you.” 

Batman answered, “If you’ve anything in mind, you’d better try it 


now, Penguin. Your time is up.” 
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“Well, sir, if you insist!... 

From beneath his coat the Penguin whipped out a small closed 
umbrella. His timing was absolutely perfect. Just as Batman and 
Robin were charging upon him, he pointed the ferrule of the 
umbrella directly at them and pushed a button. 


The salon lit up with a dreadful, blinding glare—the intense, 
unbearably brilliant whiteness of ignited magnesium. 


Batman clapped both hands to his eyes—a fraction of a second 
too late. He could not see anything at all. 


He staggered and reeled across the room. 


Robin reacted a split second later than Batman and was 
powerless to arrest his own charging motion. Unable to see, the Boy 
Wonder crashed into the far wall at full speed and dropped like a 
stone to the floor. 


The Penguin chortled. “Oh, dear, I’m so glad I remembered to 
bring this umbrella. It’s terribly useful whenever there’s a spell of... 
er...violent weather!” 


Batman moved blindly forward, trying to locate the Penguin by 
the sound of his voice. But his flailing arms grasped only empty air. 


“Youre quite helpless, Batman,” the Penguin said exultantly. “I 
have you at my mercy.” 


“There’s one way I can stop him,” thought Batman. “It’s a long 
shot, but I have to take it.” 


With a motion almost too quick to follow, Batman made a 
gigantic sideways leap. His hand shot toward the light switch. The 
overhead chandelier in the salon blinked out. 

The salon plunged into darkness! 

“What a pother!” cried the Penguin, with an alarm he could not 
conceal. 

“Now we're even,” Batman said. “I can’t see—but you’re in the 
dark.” 

“I have no doubt,” replied the Penguin, “that your infernal 
photographic mind, which enabled you to recall the exact location 
of the light switch, now gives you something of an advantage. I 
really underestimate you at times, Batman.” 


Batman did not answer. During the Penguin’s speech, he had 
made a silent approach almost to within sound of the roly-poly 
man’s voice. 


Now he leaped forward as the Penguin completed the sentence. 

And crashed ignominiously to the floor! 

Where the Penguin should have been standing there was 
nothing. 


Well, not quite nothing. There was the Penguin’s trademark—a 
small furled umbrella. From the handle of the umbrella, as from a 
miniature loudspeaker, emerged the taunting tone of Batman’s 
criminal foe. 


“Farewell, dear Batman. I must say that there are also times 
when you underestimate me!” 

There was the sound of running feet on the companionway, and 
Batman without hesitation plunged toward it. 


The sound-trail led him out on deck. 


“Still following me, Batman?” asked the Penguin. “I admire your 
persistence. As you can tell from the sound of my voice I am quite 
beyond your reach.” 


The Penguin’s voice was fading even as Batman listened to the 
parting sally; the words seemed to rise straight up into the air. 

Batman halted, stymied, on deck. 

High overhead, clinging with superb nonchalance to the handle 


of an umbrella that had a rotary spinning propeller and small jets 
for propulsion, the Penguin soared away from the Ocean Venture. 


Batman’s vision began to return. He could see bulky shapes of 
dark and light, then as his blinded retina regained its ability to 
focus he made out his surroundings in detail. 

He crossed the salon to where Robin was sitting up groggily, 
holding his head. 

“Holy bifocals,” Robin said. “I feel as though someone clouted 
me with a meat cleaver.” 

“You clouted yourself,” Batman said. “You kept on going full 
speed into that wall. You’re lucky you didn’t fracture your skull.” 


“T still can’t see properly,” Robin said. 


“That isn’t only from the knock on the head you took. The 
Penguin pulled a new trick on us. A magnesium flare umbrella.” 

Robin looked about the empty salon wonderingly. “Where are 
the others?” 

“Gone. The Joker—the Catwoman—everybody had time to 
escape while we were helpless.” 

“There’s one thing I can’t understand, Batman.” 

“What’s that?” 

“If they had time to get away, they also had time to finish us off. 
Why didn’t they?” 

“ve been wondering the same thing myself, Robin. Of course, 
the Joker and the Catwoman would have considered it beneath 
their dignity to accept so easy a conquest. But the other criminals— 
they should have been glad to rid themselves of us once and for all. 
Unless...” 

“Unless what, Batman?” 

“Unless they’re practically certain that we'll be killed anyway.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Batman did not reply directly. He said, “The Ocean Venture is 
registered in the name of Mr. and Mrs. Robert Yarosh. They’re real 
society people—not just cover-ups for underworld figures. But I 
haven’t seen a sign of them—or of the yacht’s regular crew—since 
we came aboard.” 

“You don’t think they’ve been...murdered?” 

“No, I don’t think so, Robin. I believe they’re somewhere on the 
yacht at this very moment!” 

“We'd better start looking for them right away.” 

Batman nodded. “Yes, Robin—we’d better. For our sakes as well 
as theirs!” 

Robin gave Batman a puzzled glance, but there was no time for 
further questions. Batman was racing out of the yacht’s salon. 

Dividing up the search, Batman and Robin quickly made a 
canvass of the cabins aboard the yacht, the steward’s pantry, the 
galley, and the library. They descended to the engine room. There 
was no one in sight. 


Suddenly Robin turned his head toward the bow of the ship. 


“What is it?” asked Batman. 

Robin put a warning finger to his lips. “I heard something 
strange up ahead. Listen...” 

As they waited, motionless, a low, moaning sound met their ears. 

“Come on,” said Batman. “It’s coming from in there.” 

In the forward hold, Batman and Robin at last found what they 
were looking for. 

Five men and a woman securely bound and trussed. 

As Robin removed the woman’s gag—it was her moan they had 
heard—Batman took the gag off the mouth of a handsome, silver- 
haired man of about fifty years. 

The man said, “I’m Robert Yarosh—and this is my wife, Barbara. 
The others are members of the yacht’s crew. Thank goodness you 
found us, Batman. There isn’t much time to spare.” 

“To spare for what?” Batman sliced the ropes that bound the 
man’s wrists behind him. 

Robert Yarosh glanced quickly at his watch. 

“There’s a bomb planted somewhere in the engine room,” he 
said. “Those fiends told us that it would go off when they’d gotten 
safely away. Explosion and fire would destroy the evidence of 
sabotage, and send the yacht to the bottom of the sea. In these deep 
waters no one would be able to find it.” 

“Did they tell you exactly when the bomb was timed to go off?” 
Batman asked. 

“Yes. There’s still a little time. It isn’t due to go off until 
midnight. And it’s only a quarter to midnight.” 

Batman’s voice was very low as he answered, “Your watch is 
slow, Mr. Yarosh. It’s exactly two minutes to midnight now.” 


CHAPTER 2 


All those present remained in their positions for what seemed a long 
interval, thinking of the doom that was approaching with every tick 
of the clock. Actually no more than a few seconds passed before 
Robert Yarosh broke the silence. 


“Two minutes! There’s no time to deactivate the bomb. We’re 
doomed!” 


Batman said to Robin, “Come on. We’ve got to try to find that 
bomb before it’s too late.” 


The engine room was a few short steps down the corridor. When 
they flung open the door, the hopelessness of their situation was 
clear. There were literally a thousand places in this room with its 
mighty complex metal maze of machinery where a bomb could 
have been hidden. 


Meanwhile precious seconds were ticking off the time before 
they would all be blasted into eternity! 


“What can we do, Batman?” Robin asked. “It’ll take us an hour to 
make a search—and we haven’t even got one full minute left!” 


Batman flipped up the catch of a small delicate instrument in his 
belt. This utility belt—a veritable treasure trove of miniaturized 
scientific devices—served Batman well as an aid in his career of 
fighting crime. 

“The chemo-detector,” Batman said. “I’m setting my dial for 
nitric acid. Most modern explosives are formed from nitric acid. 
You set your chemo-detector for mercury fulminate, Robin. That’s 
most often used as a detonator for explosives. If we get a reading 
from either of them we can pinpoint the location of the bomb.” 


Robin nodded agreement, and quickly the dials were twirled and 
set. 


If the experiment worked, small indicator needles would begin to 


vibrate in response to the indicated presence of the chemicals that 
had been dialed. The chemo-detector worked on the same principle 
as a Geiger counter which measures radioactivity. By watching the 
reaction of the indicator gauge Batman and Robin could tell 
whether they were on the right track. 


Batman said, “I’m getting some reaction. How about you, 
Robin?” 

Robin’s voice was tense with excitement. “So am I, Batman.” 

“Good. TIl try this end of the room. You start at the other.” 


In the north comer of the engine room Batman’s indicator needle 
registered no strong impulses. But a cry from Robin summoned him: 


“This way, Batman. My needle is jumping like crazy!” 


Batman hurried over to Robin and together they closed in on the 
target. There could be no more than twenty seconds left. 


“There it is!” Robin cried. 


He pointed to a small black box secreted behind a coil of steam 
pipe. Batman snatched the lethal device and headed up the 
companionway from the windowless engine room. 


Ten seconds left! 


Batman cleared the staircase. Another short flight of stairs was 
still ahead of him. If he waited to reach the deck above and hurl the 
bomb, the explosion might happen in midair or too close to the 
yacht. 


He could not delay. With a mighty heave he hurled the black box 
up the stairs, to arch high up and out over the deck railing. It was a 
formidable throw. The box soared out over the water fully four 
hundred feet away from the yacht. Then it dropped. Just as the box 
touched the crest of the waves the detonator went off. Deadly gases 
decomposed swiftly to create the wall of pressure that is called an 
explosion. The night air was split by a horrendous wrenching noise 
and the yacht heeled slightly to port from the impact of the rushing 
air. Robin came out of the engine room as Batman started down the 
steps. 


“You all right, Batman?” he asked anxiously. 


Batman smiled wryly. “I’m fine. But we had rather a close call. 
Now suppose we get on with the job of freeing Robert Yarosh and 
the others before we embark for home.” 


Not long afterward, as the pontoon craft glided away from the 
yacht Ocean Venture, Robin, lying prone beside Batman in the 
hollowed-out hull, remarked: 


“Its been an interesting evening, don’t you think? After all, 
we've never encountered the Penguin, the Joker, and the Catwoman 
all in one place at one time.” 


Batman said, “Each of them is quite enough to handle—one at a 
time.” 


“Do you still think the underworld was going to give them some 
sort of an Academy Award?” 


“The evidence points to it, Robin. I’ve been sure of it ever since 
we found that blank nominating slip at the headquarters of Red 
Eyes Lafferty. Of course I didn’t realize the three most dangerous 
villains of all time were going to be competing for the award.” 


“With the Penguin, the Joker, and the Catwoman active, the 
good citizens of Gotham City may be in for an exciting time.” 


“Exciting is not quite the word for it,” Batman admonished him. 
“Hectic, perhaps. I’d even say grim. But there is nothing exciting 
about a crime wave, Robin. Try to remember that.” 


“T will, Batman,” Robin promised. 


The pontoon craft bumped lightly into the piling of a pier in 
Gotham City Harbor. 


On Tuesday morning at eleven o’clock, Bruce Wayne and his 
ward Dick Grayson were in the library of Wayne Manor. Bruce was 
behind a desk piled high with newspapers. He was reading in a 
fashion that would have astonished anyone who watched. The 
newspapers were from every major city in America. Bruce Wayne 
was methodically going through each—allowing scarcely more than 
a minute or two even for the bulkiest editions. He seemed to turn 
the pages with only casual interest, yet his amazing faculty for 
instant visualization did not permit the smallest item to escape his 
attention. He could have repeated, word for word, any of the news 
items that appeared on any page. 


In due course he would follow the same procedure with the 
magazines and books that had arrived in the morning’s mail. A 
stupendous amount of reading material would occupy him scarcely 
more than two full hours, during which all of the significant content 


of the reading would be securely locked away in his memory for use 
whenever needed. 


At this moment, having finished with newspapers from around 
the country, Bruce Wayne began rifling through the two chief 
Gotham City newspapers. 


He stopped and lowered the newspaper to glance over at Dick 
Grayson. Dick was concentrating on creating a crossword puzzle 
using only Sanskrit verbs. The problem occupied Dick Grayson’s 
attention entirely because he had only become fluent in Sanskrit 
during the past few weeks. 


“Dick, there’s an item in today’s local newspaper that may 
interest you.” 


Dick put down the ruler and pencil with which he had been 
drawing additional squares for his puzzle. 

“What’s that, Bruce?” he asked. 

“The Gotham City Bird Show was robbed. The criminal escaped 
with all the day’s receipts. No one saw him because a tangled mass 
of decorative bunting happened to fall from the ceiling at the most 
inopportune moment.” 

“TInopportune for whom, Bruce? Certainly not for the criminal.” 

“A good point, Dick. I quite agree that the artful use of bunting 
as a method for confusing both the audience and the guards was 
clever. Is there any other comment you would care to make about 
this item?” 

“I suppose youw’re hinting that this could be the work of the 
Penguin. But there’s no evidence of that outside of the fact that it 
was a bird show that was robbed—and birds are the Penguin’s 
trademark.” 

“Is that all, Dick?” 


“Well, the clever use of decorative bunting indicates that no 
ordinary criminal was involved.” 


“Think, now. What else strikes you as unusual about this news 
item?” 
“T can’t think of anything else.” 


Bruce Wayne’s head shook in disapproval. “Come now, Dick, you 
can do better. For instance, what is the state bird of Colorado?” 


Dick Grayson thought a moment. “Is it...the lark?” 


“To be exact, the lark bunting.” 


“Holy robin redbreast! The lark bunting! And bunting was used 
to commit the crime. That certainly sounds like the Penguin’s work, 
doesn’t it?” 

Bruce Wayne nodded. “This is undoubtedly only the first of the 
Penguin’s robberies. They will follow a pattern. In fact, Pm quite 
sure I’ve already located the site of the Penguin’s next plot!” 


Dick Grayson put aside his Sanskrit puzzle. “Then what are we 
waiting for?” he said. 
Bruce Wayne smiled. “Exactly. To the Batpoles!” 


Bruce and Dick went into the living room of Wayne Manor. The 
butler Alfred was there. 


“Ts Aunt Harriet anywhere around?” Dick asked. 
“No, Master Grayson,” Alfred replied. “The coast is quite clear.” 


Bruce Wayne lifted the bald pate of a bust of William 
Shakespeare on a pedestal nearby. Inside there was a secret switch. 
This activated a panel in the wall which slid silently back to reveal 
the Batpoles and the twin circular openings which led down to the 
Batcave. 


Dick Grayson waved goodbye to Alfred as Bruce Wayne and Dick 
disappeared into the opening in the wall which closed behind them. 
Seconds later they shed their outer clothing and, attired as Batman 
and Robin, entered the Batcave. 


There was the Batmobile, fabulous wonder car, waiting. Soon, 
with jet exhausts flaring, the Batmobile was racing off, carrying the 
Terrific Two on a new adventure. 


Meanwhile, at the Grover-Westford Auction Gallery, an item of 
rare exquisite beauty was being offered for sale to a select audience 
of a score of Gotham City’s wealthiest collectors. 


The auctioneer’s face lit with pleasure as he held up the precious 
objet d’art. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, his voice quivering with 
pardonable pride, “this is what you have come to see—and wonder 
at. A four-thousand-year-old emerald statuette of the ancient god 
Thoth. It is shaped in the form of an ibis, the sacred bird of the 
ancient Egyptians who revered the god Thoth. As jewelry alone, this 


statuette is worth a fortune—but as a rarity, as a relic of a lost 
culture, the statuette is almost beyond price. Only the death of its 
former owner has now made it available for sale. I am sure none of 
you will object if I insist that the bidding begin at two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars.” 


The auctioneer had barely finished when someone called out, 
“Two hundred and eighty thousand.” 


“Three hundred thousand.” 
“Three hundred and fifty.” 
“Three seventy-five.” 


The auctioneer beamed at the spirited bidding from the group of 
collectors. He raised his yellow hammer to announce the latest bid. 


“T have a bid of three hundred and seventy-five thousand. Do I 
hear four hundred? Going—going...” 


“Four hundred!” 


“Excellent. I have four hundred. Do I hear five? Five, gentlemen? 
Going—going—GONE!” 

The auctioneer brought the yellow hammer down on the auction 
block. A surprising thing happened. The hammer broke open and a 
tear gas bomb planted inside it exploded on the impact. 


Choking and gasping for breath, the auctioneer reeled away from 
the platform. As the tear gas flowed through the room the audience 
of wealthy collectors tried to flee, stumbling blindly with smarting 
eyes and torn by convulsions of coughing. 


Amid the chaos, the round figure of the Penguin appeared. He 
wore a gas mask and moved calmly to the auctioneer’s block. There 
he picked up the emerald statuette of the birdgod Thoth and 
dropped it into his carry-all umbrella. 


Delicately he avoided contact with the few remaining men who 
were still on their feet and groping helplessly in the clouds of tear 
gas. Most of the others had already fallen. The Penguin stepped 
over the prostrate form of the auctioneer and deposited a copy of 
the late afternoon edition of the Gotham Daily Eagle on the 
auctioneer’s podium. 

As the Penguin started out the front door of the auction gallery, 
the Batmobile careened around the comer. The Penguin quickly 
went back inside. 


He mused: “The Batman is cleverer than I thought. He’s figured 
out my pattern of bird-crimes. Oh, well, perhaps it is risky of me to 
leave him a clue as to my next banditry. But, as they say, nothing 
ventured, nothing gained. If I am to win the Tommy Award, I must 
outwit the Batman, and I might as well begin as soon as possible. 
The judging committee will have to consider that I’ve already 
clipped the Batman’s wings—twice!” 


The auction room was permeated with tear gas, and by now 
everyone had been reduced to a miserable state of near- 
unconsciousness. The Penguin skipped nimbly through the fallen 
bodies and made his exit through the rear door. 

Seconds later Batman and Robin plunged through the front door. 


“Hold it, Robin! It seems that the Penguin has been here 
already!” 

“Tear gas!” Robin exclaimed. 

“Adjust your nose-breathing devices and put on the transparent 
eye shields. Then we’ll get some windows open and clear this place 
out.” 


Soon the Gotham City Emergency Squad arrived on the scene 
with inhalators to revive the stricken victims, and Batman and 
Robin made their way to the auctioneer. He sat in a chair with his 
legs spread out weakly before him and moaned to himself. 


“The ibis-god...gone. What an incalculable loss to the world of 
art!” 


“Did you see the criminal who stole it?” Batman asked. 

“No. The room was so filled up with tear gas I couldn’t see 
anything.” 

“Was the gas bomb hidden in your auctioneer’s hammer?” 

The auctioneer stared at Batman. “How did you know?” 

Batman did not reply. He picked up the front page of the Gotham 
Daily Eagle which was lying on the podium and asked the 
auctioneer, “Is this your newspaper?” 

“Why, no.” 

“You have no idea how it got here?” 

“None at all,” said the auctioneer. “And I can’t see why you’re so 
interested in a mere newspaper, Batman, when a criminal has made 
off with the priceless, irreplaceable statuette of the god Thoth.” 


“Pm afraid the two items are closely linked,” Batman said. He 
turned to Robin. “Let’s go!” 


Moments later the Batmobile was again roaring off through 
Gotham City streets. 


“What did you mean, Batman, when you said that the front page 
of the newspaper and the theft of the emerald statuette were 
linked?” Robin asked. 

“The missing link is our old enemy, the Penguin.” 

“Did he leave the newspaper there for us to find?” 

“Yes. Because it contains the clue to his next robbery.” 

Robin quickly scanned the front page. “I don’t see anything.” 

“The Penguin’s clues are obscurely planted, Robin. You have to 
put yourself into his evilly twisted mind to figure out what he 
means.” 

“Is that how you knew he would strike at the auction gallery?” 

“Tt wasn’t hard to figure out that an emerald statuette shaped in 
the form of an ancient bird, the ibis, would be a natural target for 
the Penguin.” 

“There’s one thing you said back there that did surprise me, 
Batman. How did you know the tear gas bomb would be planted in 
the auctioneer’s hammer?” 

Batman shrugged. “That was easy, Robin. The news item 
mentioned that the statuette of Thoth would be put up for auction 
—and the auctioneer would use a yellow hammer that had been 
used in the days of Louis Quatorze. The yellowhammer is a kind of 
bird. It was an irresistible pun pattern for the Penguin.” 

“Holy hummingbird,” Robin exclaimed. “The Penguin substituted 
his own yellow hammer, complete with gas bomb, for the original.” 

“Precisely.” 

Robin looked at the newspaper. “And the front page of this paper 
has another clue, you say? Let me see... ‘Famous Mimic to Appear 
at Universe Room’...That seems the only possible item that would 
be of any interest, yet how...?” 

“Remember, Robin, you must try to think like the Penguin. He 
sees bird analogies in some unlikely places.” 

Robin frowned. “A mimic...amm. What does a mimic do? He 


imitates other people’s voices...In a way, he might be said to mock 
them. Can that be it? A mockingbird?” 


“Exactly, Robin.” 


“But what possibility for profitable crime does a mimic have to 
offer? There has to be something else,” Robin persisted. 


Batman nodded. “Elsewhere on the front page there’s a notice of 
a gold shipment that will be carried by blimp from a bank in 
Gotham City to Fort Knox.” 


“But is that a bird clue?” 


“A blimp is called a Dodo by Air Force pilots—because the dodo 
was a wingless bird. That’s the Penguin’s target. And there’s still a 
further irony to whet the Penguin’s villainous appetite for bird- 
puns.” 


This time Robin got the point at once. “Both items appear on the 
same page of the Gotham Daily Eagle. Right, Batman?” 


“You're thinking on sixteen cylinders, Robin. I’m proud of you.” 
Robin flushed with embarrassment. “Golly. Thanks, Batman.” 


There was a sharp rap on the dressing room door of Maximilian, 
the world’s most famous mimic. Maximilian put down the atomizer 
with which he had been spraying his throat. 

“Who is it?” 

“A telegram, Mr. Maximilian.” 

“Put it under the door. I do not wish to be disturbed.” 

“Tm sorry, sir. You must sign for it.” 

With an exclamation of annoyance, Maximilian got up, drawing 


the belt of his dressing gown tighter. He went to the door and 
unlocked it. 


The door swung open violently, to pin Maximilian to the wall. 


“Now, see here, what’s the meaning of—?” Maximilian began in 
fury. 

Then he stopped. 

The reason he stopped was that a bayonet was against his throat. 
The bayonet was part of a curious umbrella that was in the very 
firm grip of an even more curious-looking man, as round and firm 
as a... 


“Penguin!” gasped Maximilian. 

“Ah, you recognize me. Then you have some idea of how 
dangerous it would be to cross me, Mr. Maximilian. It would in all 
probability be the very last thing you would ever do in this life.” 

The Penguin kicked shut the door behind him. 

“Now you will do what I tell you.” The Penguin produced a small 
wax record from beneath his frock coat. “I have here a recording of 
the voice of Elmer Tuttle, president of the Gotham City Bank. The 
recording was made from a recent speech he made to a banker’s 
association.” 

Maximilian’s voice was fluttery and faint with fear. “Wh-what do 
you want from me?” 

“You will listen to Mr. Tuttle’s voice for a moment.” The Penguin 
brought his record to a phonograph turntable and placed it on the 
spindle. Holding the needle lever in his fingers before placing it on 
the record, he said, “I’m sure you'll have no difficulty imitating Mr. 
Tuttle’s voice once you have heard it.” 

Maximilian made a squeaking sound. 

“I beg your pardon?” said the Penguin. “What did you say?” 

“I-I...” Maximilian stopped. Then his professional pride 
strengthened his voice. “I can imitate anyone in the world.” 

“Fine. Now study the voice of Mr. Tuttle very carefully. When 
you have mastered it, I am going to ask you to make a telephone 
call. That isn’t an unreasonable request, is it, Mr. Maximilian?” 

“I-I don’t want to get involved in anything cr-criminal.” 

“That’s laudable, I’m sure. But I suggest that you consider my 
request carefully before refusing. Because the price of your refusal 
will simply be...your life.” 

Maximilian’s face turned white. 

“We understand each other, don’t we, Mr. Maximilian?” 

Maximilian nodded. 

The Penguin placed the needle down on the record. The fiat, 
nasal, midwestern twangy voice of Elmer Tuttle began to come from 
the phonograph loudspeaker. 

“My friends and fellow bankers...” 

The Penguin smiled at Maximilian, angling his cigarette holder 


jauntily. Maximilian shivered. 


From a treetop half a mile beyond the airfield where the blimp 
was being loaded with gold bullion for the flight to Fort Knox, 
Batman and Robin surveyed the scene. They were perched on stout 
tree branches about a foot distant from each other, watching the 
loading operation through powerful binoculars. 


Robin lowered his binoculars and rubbed his eyes. 


“T think we’ve guessed wrong, Batman. The loading is proceeding 
on schedule and there are plenty of guards around. It would be 
foolhardy of the Penguin to try to seize the shipment now.” 


Batman said, “I was sure he’d strike before the blimp was 
completely loaded for the journey...wait a minute!” 

“Did you see anything, Batman?” 

“That short, plump guard toward the rear of that truck. Does he 
look familiar, Robin?” 

Robin focused the binoculars on the man Batman indicated. 

“Yes, he does resemble someone I’ve seen. To tell the truth, 
Batman, he looks a lot like...” Robin’s voice caught abruptly on a 
note of excitement: “The Penguin! But how did he ever manage to 
get in among the guards? Someone should have spotted him!” 

“They have, Robin. In fact, they’re working for him. Those guards 
are the Penguin’s henchmen!” 

“Holy camouflage!” Robin exclaimed. “They’ve just finished 
loading the gold bullion on the blimp. Let’s hurry!” 

Lightly the Caped Crusaders leapt from the tree to the ground. 
They sped to the Batmobile waiting nearby. Seconds later they were 
zooming toward the spot where the blimp was preparing to cut 
loose its mooring ropes. 


Beside the blimp’s gondola, the disguised Penguin watched the 
preparations for the ascent. 


“All right, men. Get in quickly!” 

Maximilian, also dressed in guard’s uniform, stood beside the 
Penguin, pleading with him. 

“How about me! Why do I have to go along too?” he asked. 


The Penguin smiled crookedly. “It won’t be for long. At about ten 
thousand feet we’ll dump you out. We’ll supply you with a 
parachute, of course.” 

Maximilian blanched. “I-I’ve never made a parachute jump.” 

“There’s a first time for all of us, dear fellow. I wish you luck 
when you finally return to civilization with your story of what 
happened. I hope you won’t have too much trouble explaining to 
the authorities why you mimicked the voice of Elmer Tuttle, 
president of the Gotham City Bank, and ordered a new platoon of 
guards to supervise this gold shipment.” 

“You made me do it,” Maximilian whined. 

“I won’t be there to support your story, will I? I fear the police 
may take a dim view of your explanation. They may even lock you 
up as an accomplice.” 

“It—it’s a frame-up!” Maximilian quavered. 

“A precaution. Perhaps you won’t be so anxious to tell exactly 
what happened, after all. You may even decide to keep your own 
counsel. That will make things so much easier all around.” 

A sharp cry interrupted: “LOOK WHAT’S COMING!” 

Barreling across the airfield, jet exhausts flaming, came—the 
Batmobile! 

“Egad!” cried the Penguin. “Cut the mooring ropes at once! Get 
the blimp off the ground!” 

The Penguin clambered agilely aboard the blimp’s gondola as the 
ropes were cut. The blimp, airborne, began to rise lumberingly. 

From the still-open door of the gondola, the Penguin looked 
down at Maximilian below. 

“Pm afraid we'll have to postpone your initiation into the 
mysteries of parachute jumping, Mr. Maximilian,” he said. 

The blimp lurched upward, five, ten feet into the air. 

The Batmobile raced into the space below it. 

“Take the wheel, Robin,” Batman commanded sharply. 

He pushed back the cowling and stood up on the front seat. 
Robin held the wheel as he moved into the driver’s seat. 

“The front mooring rope,” Batman said. He poised tensely as the 
powerful Batmobile surged forward beneath the length of the 


steadily rising blimp. 

Batman stood up beneath the moving metal shape of the blimp. 
He was now several feet below the trailing line of the blimp’s front 
mooring rope. 

“The escalating ladder,” Batman said. “Quickly!” 

Robin pushed a button on the dashboard. 


From behind the front seat of the Batmobile a small ladder rose 
swiftly. Batman mounted the ladder, swaying against the terrible 
pull of the wind. 


He reached out for the mooring rope now almost within his 
grasp. A sudden movement of the blimp pulled the rope away from 
him. At the wheel of the Batmobile, Robin made an instant 
correction to bring the powerful car once again into line. 


Again Batman reached for the trailing length of rope. This time 
he caught it. 


Robin kept one hand on the wheel and reached over to activate 
the towing mechanism of the Batmobile. Then he tossed the tow 
chain up to Batman. 


Batman hooked his legs into the ladder. He caught the chain 
with his free hand. Already the mooring rope was shortening in his 
grasp as the blimp continued its steady ascent. Batman swiftly tied 
chain and rope together in an inextricable and unbreakable Batknot 
—a complicated, ingenious knot that was only made stronger when 
pressure was exerted upon it. 

“All secure,” Batman said. “Lower away.” 

The ladder slowly drew back into the Batmobile. Batman 
dropped back into the seat beside Robin. 

Robin’s voice was barely audible against the tearing noise of 
wind: “We’d better get back on the road, Batman. We’re heading 
over the edge of the cliff.” 

“Throw on full power. Make a sharp left turn.” 

Robin instantly did as directed. In a screeching fury of revved-up 
engines, the Batmobile wheeled sharply left. Like an unleashed 
metal monster it plunged along a new course bordering the side of 
the cliff. 

The connecting link between the Batmobile and the blimp 
strained taut, held. The blimp’s course altered to follow that of the 


Batmobile below it. 


Suddenly the blimp’s engines also began to race and whine as 
additional power was demanded. The blimp struggled upward like a 
trapped great bird. 


The Batmobile continued its plunge along a chosen course back 
to the highway. But the powerful engines of the world’s most 
remarkable car were strained to the utmost to match the terrible 
lifting power of the blimp. Which would prevail—blimp or 
Batmobile? On the answer to that question the lives of Batman and 
Robin depended! 


CHAPTER 3 


“Were being lifted off the road, Batman.” Robin’s voice was tense. 


The Batmobile did not hold the road as snugly as before. The 
wheels were no longer supporting the entire weight of the car. 


“We need more forward thrust. That will offset their pulling 
power.” Batman’s hand flicked to a switch. 


There was a great rumbling roar as the rocket-accelerators came 
into play. Responding to the enormous thrust, the Batmobile leaped 
forward with renewed energy. 


The blimp was hauled along the Batmobile’s path, as helplessly 
as a kite! 


Over a meadow, through a narrow opening in a fence, the 
Batmobile sped to regain the highway. “Which way, Batman?” 


“North. To Gotham City. We’ll deliver the Penguin and his 
henchmen directly to the city jail.” 


In the blimp’s gondola, the Penguin raged at the controls of the 
blimp. 

“Bah!” he said, noting there was no directional change in the 
blimp’s path. “Next time IIl get a zeppelin to compete against that 
infernal Batmobile.” 


“What can we do, Penguin?” asked one of his henchmen 
piteously. “You'll think of something, won’t you? You won't let us 
be dragged in with the blimp like some old alley cat.” 

“Our engines aren’t powerful enough to battle the Batmobile. But 
there’s nothing to prevent us from turning our fire on Batman and 
Robin themselves, is there?” 

The henchman’s face lit. “Say, that’s right. They don’t have any 
guns, but we do!” 


“Take positions at the window. Try to pick them off!” 


Three of the Penguin’s henchmen drew pistols and went to the 
gondola windows. 


“Don’t fire until you see the whites of their faces,” said the 
Penguin. 

They took careful aim. 

“Ready...aim...fire!” said the Penguin. 

Three guns boomed at once. 

The Penguin pushed out a pane of bullet-shattered glass and 
craned his neck impatiently to look. 

Beneath the blimp the Batmobile held to a steady course. The 
Penguin turned back to the men in the gondola. 

“Blundering, pop-eyed fools! You missed them!” 

“We couldn’t have missed them, Penguin. I had Batman square in 
my sights.” 

“And I had Robin,” said the other. 

“T could swear Batman was looking right up at me when I fired at 
him. I aimed right between his eyes!” 

“Well, they’re not acting like a couple of ghosts,” the Penguin 
said. “They look remarkably healthy. Try again. This time Pll watch 
to see what happens.” 

The three men took aim—and fired. Penguin peered out through 
the window of the gondola. 

“Drat,” said the Penguin. 

He pulled his head back in. 

“What’s goin’ wrong, Penguin?” one of the henchmen asked. “I 
won second prize in the underworld sharpshooting contest last year. 
A thing like this shakes a man’s confidence.” 

“It’s obviously some sort of invisible shield over the driver’s 
seat,” the Penguin said. “Apparently Batman foresaw this kind of 
attack.” 

“Maybe we can knock out one of the tires,” another henchman 
suggested hopefully. 

The Penguin sniffed. “Try not to be any stupider than nature 
intended you to be. The Batmobile’s tires are bulletproof—and so is 
the body of the car. That infernal auto is better protected than an 


army tank!” 
A gun clattered to the floor from a nerveless henchman’s fingers. 
“Then we’re finished. We’re licked!” 


“Not at all,” the Penguin replied. “The situation merely calls for 
emergency—although rather painful—measures.” 

The Penguin’s sleepy-looking eyes glittered with a cold 
excitement. 


“Never fear. I have an excellent plan to outwit them!” 


On the highway below, the Batmobile was racing along at a 
steady pace. 

Robin said cheerily, “Well, they’ve figured out by now that we’re 
protected by the transparent shield. The Penguin must be a pretty 
discouraged bird.” 

“Never count your penguins until they’re safely caged,” Batman 
advised. “We've still got fifteen miles to go. That gives the Penguin 
more than enough time to devise some other scheme.” 

A mile unreeled in less than a minute. 

Then: 

WHOMP! 

A heavy crate landed on the highway to break open and spew 
forth glittering golden bars. 

“I was afraid he’d think of that,” Batman muttered. 

Robin gripped the wheel. “He’s dumping the gold shipment. 
Sacrificing millions of dollars to purchase his freedom!” 

“He thinks we’ll be forced to recover the gold. He’s probably 
waiting right now to see what our reaction will be. If we don’t cut 
him loose, he’ll dump the next crate.” 

“What can we do, Batman? We can’t abandon the gold!” 

Batman swiftly unhooked the Batphone and dialed a number— 


the private code number on the phone used only for direct calls 
between Batman and Police Commissioner Gordon. 


An instant later Commissioner Gordon’s voice answered. “Yes, 
Batman. What is it?” 

“A crate full of gold bullion on Highway Ninety-six. Send out 
police radio cars to recover it immediately.” 


“All right, Batman.” 


“Tell them to follow Highway Ninety-six on a route north. The 
bullion is part of the shipment intended to go to Fort Knox this 
morning. The Penguin’s hijacked it!” 


“The Penguin! Good heav—” 
WHOMP! 
Another crate landed on the highway to break open on impact. 


Batman hung up the phone and tapped Robin’s arm. “Speed up 
to a hundred miles an hour. There’s a tunnel right ahead on this 
route. That’ll stop the Penguin from dumping any more gold bars.” 


Robin’s foot pressed down on the pedal. “Hang on to your cowl, 
Batman. Here we go!” 


Watching from the blimp gondola above, a henchman of the 
Penguin lapsed into despondency. 


“He isn’t slowing down. And he isn’t cuttin’ us loose. He’s pickin’ 
up speed.” 

The Penguin said, “Obviously he has some dastardly scheme to 
keep us from jettisoning the rest of the gold. Oh, dear!” 

“What’s the matter, Penguin?” 

“This is the highway going north to Gotham City, isn’t it?” 

“That’s right.” 

“We just passed the Andersonville interchange, didn’t we?” 

“That’s right.” 


“If memory serves me, there is a tunnel through that hill just 
ahead of us—and it’s coming up very fast. The Batmobile is leading 
us on a collision course!” 

The henchman’s countenance turned ashen. 

“Were sunk, Penguin! The Batmobile will go through the t- 
tunnel. But we-we’ll c-crash head-on into the mountain!” 

The Penguin sighed. “Batman has played his trump card in our 
little game of wits. I do believe he’s won. I did pretty well with the 
lark bunting—and the yellow hammer. But I’ve struck out—as a 
goldfinch.” 

“Youre not giving up, Penguin? Not you!” another henchman 
protested. 


“Only for the moment, dear comrades. One must always 
remember the truth of the old adage...” The Penguin stripped off his 
guard’s uniform to reveal himself in his accustomed finery. He 
picked up his flattened-out top hat, sprung it open to full size, and 
placed it carefully on his head. “‘He who steals and runs away, lives 
to steal another day!” 

“How can we run away? Were stuck up here in this % $#$%! 
blimp!” 

“You are,” said the Penguin with aplomb as he produced an 
umbrella. “I am not.” 

With an insolent grin, the Penguin crossed to the door of the 
gondola, opened it, and stepped into space. 

“He’s killed himself!” shouted one of the henchmen. 

The Penguin had taken no such rash action. He pressed a spring 
in his umbrella which opened out above him in the flowering 
canopy of a parachute. 

He began a leisurely descent to earth. 

“Unfortunately,” he thought, “the gold is too heavy to take with 
me. But when one is deserting a sinking ship one can hardly choose 
a perfect means of escape.” 


In the speeding car below, Batman and Robin witnessed the 
parachute-escape of the Penguin from the blimp. 

“Shall we turn back and go after him?” Robin asked. Ahead of 
the Batmobile loomed the dark mouth of the tunnel set into the 
hillside. 

Batman said, “I have to take care of the blimp and the gold 
shipment. But you can go back for the Penguin.” 

The Batmobile sped into the mouth of the tunnel and halted. The 
blimp continued on its involuntary course straight into the hillside. 
There was a shattering, grinding crash—and the capsized blimp 
slowly settled toward the ground. 

Batman leaped nimbly out of the Batmobile, which backed up, 
veered, and sped off in the opposite direction. 

“Good luck, Robin,” Batman called after the Boy Wonder. “And 
be careful!” 

Batman clambered over the hillside to where the partly crumpled 


gondola lay. Three dazed crooks were crawling out of it when 
Batman appeared. 


Batman said, “The police will be along any minute. Just to pass 
the time until then, boys, we'll unload the remaining gold 
shipment.” Batman put his hands on his hips and looked at the 
shaken survivors of the blimp crash. “Or would you prefer to put up 
an argument?” 


“Who, me?” asked one. 
“Anything you say is fine with me, Batman,” said the second. 
“Yow’re the boss, Batman,” said the third. 


Meanwhile, Robin in the Batmobile was speeding south along the 
highway, back to where the Penguin had come down. 


“He was only a few hundred feet high when he jumped,” Robin 
thought to himself. “He couldn’t have maneuvered far. He must 
have landed near that clump of trees over there.” 


Robin parked the Batmobile off the highway. He crossed to the 
clump of trees. 


The Penguin was nowhere to be found. 


After a moment Robin bent low. The winter grass was sparse and 
brown, but at the edge of a small knoll Robin found part of the 
grass pressed flat. “As though a man’s foot had stepped on it,” 
Robin thought. High on an oak tree he spotted a small white bare 
spot where bark was scraped loose. “As though something had 
grazed it,” Robin thought. 


To the Boy Wonder’s trained eye the story was now clear. The 
Penguin in his descent had narrowly scraped past the oak tree, 
knocking off a part of the bark with the heel of his shoe, landing 
below its spreading branches. 


But where had he gone? 


At this moment the Penguin was safely wrapped up in paper. 


To be accurate, the Penguin had hitched a ride on a truck 
delivering huge rolls of newsprint to a printing plant. Unnoticed by 
the driver, he had wedged his way into the center core of a huge 
newsprint roll and was now reclining there, not too comfortably, as 
the truck made its way south back along the highway. 


From his hiding place, the Penguin heard the sirens of police cars 
responding to Batman’s call to Commissioner Gordon. Once he 
peered out to see the police rounding up stray bars of precious gold 
bullion that had rolled out of the broken crates. At an intersection 
the police held up the truck for a few minutes until the highway 
was cleared before waving it on its way. 


The Penguin fumed. “All that gold would have been mine—if it 
weren’t for Batman! And that isn’t the worst. When word of this 
gets out, my chance of winning the Tommy Award will be 
practically zero. I must think of another scheme quickly. Something 
that will convince the Award Committee they shouldn’t count me 
out of the running yet!” 


After an hour of riding in his cramped hiding space, the Penguin 
decided he must be far enough away to be in the clear. He wriggled 
out, waited until the truck slowed down for a traffic light, and 
skipped nimbly off. 


It was almost dusk, and as the Penguin looked about him his 
wicked smile gleamed like a scimitar in the failing light. He decided 
that the fates were favoring him, after all. 


He was opposite a huge factory gate, with a low-lying, 
ultramodern glassed factory behind it. A sign over the gate read: 
ROBERT O. LINK REMOTE CONTROL MACHINERY COMPANY. 

“How delicious,” thought the Penguin. “Such a prosperous 
concern. And the name is an intriguing invitation. Robert O. Link— 
Bob O. Link, for short. Bobolink is the name of a bird—and that’s 
my cue for plunder!” 


Robin stopped briefly at the intersection where the police were 
gathering up the last bars of the Penguin’s jettisoned gold bullion. 
Inspector O’Hara was supervising the recovery operation. 

Inspector O’Hara came over to the Batmobile. 

“Hi, Robin. Why are you out here alone?” 

“Batman’s guarding the blimp with the rest of the gold shipment 
—and the Penguin’s men. I’m looking for the Penguin. Did he come 
this way, Inspector?” 

Inspector O’Hara pushed back his police cap, scratching his head 
in bewilderment. 


“Why, no. We stopped all the cars going each way until we 
cleared the highway. We’d sure have seen him if he’d tried to get 
past us.” 


“Was there any vehicle that looked suspicious to you, Inspector 
O’Hara?” 

“None I can think of. I’m sorry I can’t be of any help to you, 
Robin.” 


Robin pursed his lips. “Perhaps you can be of help to Batman. 
Will you detail a few police to arrest those crooks and take charge 
of the blimp with the stolen gold shipment? It’s only a few miles 
north of here, at the tunnel.” 


“TIl do that right away, Robin. And good luck with your hunt for 
the Penguin.” 


The Batmobile roared on. Alone at the wheel, the Boy Wonder’s 
mind was churning furiously. How could the Penguin have escaped 
once he’d landed on the ground? He couldn’t have used one of his 
flying umbrellas again. That would have been a sight no one would 
have forgotten. He couldn’t have tried to escape on foot. The 
Penguin’s peculiar physical appearance would have resulted in an 
immediate identification. No, he had to have taken the highway. 
That meant he must be hiding in some sort of vehicle. In a wagon? 
There are no horses and wagons on modern superhighways. In a car 
trunk? How could he have secreted himself in the trunk without the 
owner being aware of it? In a truck... 


“That’s it!” Robin thought. “A truck with a loading platform in 
the rear—perhaps carrying some cargo in which the Penguin could 
hide. I should have thought of that before.” 


The Batmobile sped on past the gate of a modern glass-walled 
factory. A bit further on Robin overtook a truck carrying heavy rolls 
of newspaper. Robin cut off the truck to speak to the driver. 


“I think someone may be hiding in the rear of your truck. Do you 
mind if I have a look?” 


“Mind? [ll help you, Boy Wonder.” 


Robin clambered into the rear of the truck and searched through 
the mountainous rolls of paper. Near the very top of the pile he 
found one on which the covering had been broken to expose the 
hollow core within—an opening large enough to have concealed a 
man. 


“He was here, all right,” Robin told the driver. “But I’m afraid 
he’s gone now. IIl retrace my steps. Somewhere along the way the 
Penguin must have found a better hiding place.” 


Once again the Batmobile got under way, this time heading 
again in a northerly direction. Robin kept a sharp lookout for some 
place in which the Penguin might have sought sanctuary. A few 
miles along the highway he again approached the glass-walled 
factory. 


Suddenly Robin stepped on the brake. The Batmobile shrieked to 
a halt. 


“Robert O. Link Remote Control Machinery,” he read aloud. 
“Bobolink is a bird. That’s just the sort of idea that would appeal to 
the Penguin.” 


Robin, the Boy Wonder, was learning to think like the Penguin at 
last. 


A few moments later, Robin was in the office of the plant 
manager. 


“Pm sorry, Robin,” the manager said. “There’s been no sign of an 
intruder in this building. Each visitor has to be identified. Pd be 
sure to know if a stranger had tried to get in.” 


“T can’t see why the Penguin would pass up an opportunity like 
this. It’s a perfect setup for...” 


The intercom on the plant manager’s desk crackled: 


“Sir, will you come out to the main yard at once? Something’s 
gone wrong with the power equipment on display there.” 


The manager clicked the switch and answered: “TIl be there right 
away.” 

“You'd better hurry, sir. I don’t understand this. But the power 
shovel is—EEYOW! IT’S RUNNING WILD!” 


The intercom fell silent. Glancing out the window, Robin could 
see the main yard of the plant. Various power machines, operated 
by remote control radios, were stationed there for exhibit. The 
tallest and most imposing of these, a gigantic power shovel, was 
now in motion. Its caterpillar-tread body was grinding steadily 
forward. 


The plant manager stood at his desk, paralyzed with 


astonishment. 
“This is incredible. It can’t be happening!” 
“There’s no one in the cab of the power shovel,” Robin said. 


“There wouldn’t be. It’s operated by remote control from a radio 
sending set.” The plant manager’s voice cracked. “But—but how can 
it respond to signals if no one is sending them?” 

“Someone is sending them,” Robin said quickly. “I don’t need 
two guesses to tell you who it is!” 


He flung open the window and nimbly vaulted twenty feet to the 
courtyard below. He landed lightly and, ignoring the giant power 
shovel, headed straight for the radio control cabin at the far end of 
the exhibit yard. 

A voice cried out a warning. 

A shadow loomed over his head. 

Robin shot a worried glance over his shoulder. 

The great crane of the power shovel was swooping the shovel 
down at him like an angry projectile. He was directly in its path. 

Robin flung himself headlong, scraping on his belly along the 
rasping concrete of the yard. The jaws of the shovel clanged 
together inches above his body. He felt the stir of wind created by 
the meshing of the iron jaws. 

The crane hauled the shovel back again—while its motorized 
platform crunched toward Robin on slow-rolling caterpillar treads. 

Robin ran. 

He crashed into the open doorway of the control booth. 

The Penguin, seated at a table, was operating the radio controls, 
using two levers on a small black box that resembled a radio. On a 
television screen nearby the response of the power shovel was 
clearly shown. 

“Dear me,” said the Penguin. “I really thought I had you that 
time, Robin. I haven’t quite mastered the trick of this remote 
control gadget as yet.” 

“You’ve had all the practice you’re going to get,” Robin said as 
he started toward him. 

Then he stopped. 

The Penguin held a revolver pointed squarely at the middle of 


Robin’s chest. 


“T wouldn’t come closer if I were you,” the Penguin said. “This 
would be quite an unimaginative way for you to die. Pd almost be 
ashamed of myself if I were compelled to shoot you now. But I 
won't have the least hesitation if you make it necessary to do it.” 


Robin did not answer. 


The Penguin gestured with his revolver toward a corner of the 
cabin. “Sit there,” be commanded. 


“What are you planning to do?” Robin asked. 


The Penguin’s long nose quivered. “I’m going to let you watch 
while I maneuver the giant shovel to crash into the accounting 
office of the plant—and neatly remove the safe which contains the 
payroll for one thousand people who work here. It should amount 
to a tidy sum. A very tidy sum!” 


“You can’t get away with it!” Robin warned. “The alarm is out 
already. The guards will be swarming into the yard in a moment. 
They'll stop you!” 


“Tve thought of that, dear boy.” The Penguin stood up from the 
table. Keeping the gun carefully trained on Robin, be moved to a 
counter where a dozen other black boxes waited with their 
protruding control levers. He reached up with his free hand quite 
deliberately and calmly and began to pull the levers on one box 
after the other. 


In the small confines of the control cabin the results were all too 
soon apparent. The room shook with the vibrations of giant 
machines rumbling into action. On the television monitor screen, 
Robin saw the machines moving on a blind and purposeless course. 


A bulldozer, careening like an out-of-control tank, crashed into a 
farm tractor. An angry hissing of steam came from a steamroller 
headed remorselessly into collision with an earthmoving machine. 
A farm tractor truck sped on its wildly errant course directly into 
the path of a derrick swinging a great steel ball. The swinging ball 
caught the tractor truck broadside and smashed it into a giant pile 
of debris. 

In a moment the whole yard was turned into a pandemonium of 
shrieking machinery at war with other machinery. No human would 
have dared to venture into that inferno of metal gone mad! 


Through the confusion, the gigantic power shovel moved on a 
straight relentless course toward the wall of the plant. Its caterpillar 
treads moved faster and faster until at last the great steel body 
slammed full tilt into the wall. The wall collapsed. There was a 
great shower of broken glass and metal stripping. In the wreckage, 
shown clearly on the TV screen, a few human figures struggled 
feebly. The giant shovel moved into the shattered wall and its jaws 
closed on a safe near the wall. The safe was lifted free and clear. 

Robin could watch no more. 

“You devil!” he cried. 

He sprang for the Penguin. The sudden attack almost took the 
Penguin by surprise. He had time to fire a quick shot, but Robin’s 
arm knocked the gun awry. Then both Penguin and Robin toppled 
back over the table in a melee of flailing arms and legs. 

For an instant the Penguin’s roly-poly form was on top of Robin. 
He got one arm free. 

The Penguin raised the gun and brought down the barrel with 
sickening force on Robin’s head. 

The Boy Wonder did not utter a sound. His arms fell limply. His 
head dropped to one side. 

The Penguin stood up to brush the dust of battle from his frock 
coat. 

“It serves you right,” the Penguin said. “I rather hope that didn’t 
kill you. It will be so much more fun to produce you—alive and 
kicking—as a prisoner of the Penguin!” 


CHAPTER 4 


Slowly, consciousness came back to Robin. He bad the feeling of 
drowning, deep in ocean depths, and struggling back toward surface 
and light. 

His head ached horribly. 

He tried to put his hand to his head and discovered that he could 
not move. He was bound hand and foot. 

“How do you feel, dear boy?” asked a solicitous voice. 

The Penguin’s pudgy frame was bending over him. 

“If I could get my hands free Pd show you how I feel,” Robin 
replied. “Td bash your head in.” 

The Penguin chuckled with a burbling delight. “Ah—that’s the 
spirit. ld hate to bring you in cowed and broken-spirited before the 
judges. It wouldn’t be quite as spectacular a triumph.” 

Robin winced, not entirely from the racking pain in his head. 

“T suppose it would be asking too much,” the Penguin went on, 
“to request that you give the committee a blow-by-blow account of 
how I defeated you. A vivid, firsthand personal account always has 
a great deal of influence.” 

“On what?” Robin asked. 

“They are going to decide whether I am the master criminal of 
our time. The only one entitled to the Tommy Award.” 

The Penguin patted his protuberant stomach. “I can’t wait to see 
the Joker’s and the Catwoman’s faces when the committee gives the 
award to me.” 

Robin was annoyed at the Penguin’s all too evident 
selfsatisfaction. 

“Are you sure they will give it to you?” 

“How can they give it to anyone else?” the Penguin demanded. 


“Here you are—Robin, the Boy Wonder, himself. My captive! This 
feat alone would entitle me to the prize. But then they must also 
consider my successful bird-crimes—in which I outwitted Batman. 
First, there was the robbery at the state bird exhibit in which I used 
the lark bunting as my method of executing the crime. Then there 
was the auction gallery where I made off with an emerald statuette 
of the ibis-god Thoth—using the auctioneer’s yellow hammer. The 
yellow hammer! Ha-ha. That’s also the name of a bird. Oh, how I 
tweaked the Batman’s nose!” 


Robin said, “I could tell them about the fiasco when you tried to 
hijack that gold shipment. You deserted several men, allowed them 
to be captured, wrecked the blimp, and lost all the gold. And barely 
escaped yourself.” 


The Penguin’s disdainful smile did not conceal a tremor of 
anxiety. 

“Everyone is entitled to one mistake. And I redeemed myself by 
making my escape cleverly and by trapping you while committing 
my third and most profitable felony—stealing the payroll of the 
Robert O. Link Remote Control factory.” 

“That crime wasn’t a part of your bird-pattern, Penguin. It was a 
lucky coincidence.” 

“T deny that.” 

“You were running away. I found your hiding place—inside that 
roll of newsprint on the truck. What an undignified exit for the 
Penguin. Your compatriots in crime will get a good laugh when I 
tell them about that.” 

The Penguin’s jowls shook. “You wouldn't.” 

“Wouldn’t I?” 

“Youre a nasty boy!” 

Robin grinned. “I’m not such a prize package as a prisoner, am I? 
However, I don’t want to spoil your fun, Penguin. You’ve won fair 
and square.” Robin strained uncomfortably as the bonds cut deep 
into his arms. Ill make a deal. How would you like me to keep 
quiet about these embarrassing incidents I spoke of?” 

The Penguin glanced at him suspiciously. “What do you want in 
return?” 

“Pm not in a good position to bargain. Just untie these ropes. 


They’re cutting into my arms.” 
“Tt’s a trick.” 
“You can keep a gun on me. I can’t do anything to you.” 


“That’s true,” said the Penguin thoughtfully. “Well, if I do untie 
you, will you promise to be quiet about the gold shipment 
episode?” 

“You have my word for that, Penguin.” 


The Penguin kept his revolver pointed at Robin’s head while 
with one hand he untied the knots that bound the Boy Wonder’s 
arms. 


Robin stretched his arms. “Golly. That feels much better.” The 
Penguin’s sleepy-lidded eyes smoldered at Robin from behind the 
gun muzzle. 

He said nervously, “One false move and Pll blow your head off.” 

“Will you stop worrying?” Robin asked. “I’m not going to try 
anything rash while you’ve got that gun aimed at my head.” Even 
as he spoke, Robin’s elbow touched a section of his utility belt. 
From within a small protective shield, an ultrasonic frequency 
signal began to emit steady sounds too high for human hearing. 


It was a signal to the Batman! 


In the office of Police Commissioner Gordon, Batman was pacing 
the floor while the commissioner and Police Inspector O’Hara 
watched sympathetically. 


“You’ve done a good job, Batman,” Commissioner Gordon said. 
“You have nothing to reproach yourself for. You saved that gold 
shipment, and captured three of the Penguin’s best men.” 


“But the Penguin got away. And I haven’t heard from Robin. I’m 
starting to get worried.” 


“T told you I saw him at that intersection,” Inspector O’Hara said. 
“He was hot on the trail of the Penguin. I wouldn’t be at all 
surprised if Robin’s found the Penguin by now.” 


“Or vice versa,” Batman said worriedly. “The fact that the 
Batmobile was found abandoned near the site of the robbery at the 
Robert O. Link factory is an ominous sign.” 


“It might just mean that he’s pursuing the Penguin in some other 
way.” 


“The Penguin is a formidable opponent. I shouldn’t have sent 
Robin after him alone,” Batman answered. 


Commissioner Gordon said, “I wouldn’t concern myself about 
Robin. That young man certainly knows how to take care of 
himself.” 


Batman did not appear to be listening. Or rather he was listening 
to something else. Suddenly he snapped open the shield on his 
utility belt. A tiny light flickered within...buzzed...flickered again... 
buzzed again. 


“It’s Robin—broadcasting on our ultrasonic transmitting device. 
He’s in trouble!” Batman leaped toward the door. “I have to go!” 


“How will you know where to find him?” Commissioner Gordon 
asked. 


“I don’t—yet,” Batman said in the doorway. “But with the four- 
way directional antenna on the Batmobile it won’t take long to 
track down the source of that signal.” 


The door closed behind Batman’s caped figure. 


“Begorra,” exclaimed Inspector O’Hara. “Ultrasonic transmitters! 
Four-way directional antennas! Whoever Batman really is, he’s got 
to be a scientific genius as well as the world’s greatest crime 
fighter.” 


Commissioner Gordon nodded. “I don’t know what we would 
ever do without him. Let’s hope we never have to find out.” 


The Award Committee of the underworld convened in a bizarre 
setting. It was a huge warehouse with pipe organs lined up against 
the walls and placed every which way on the floor. At the far end of 
the warehouse there rose the mightiest pipe organ Robin had ever 
seen, a monstrous fifty-foot-high affair that reached almost to the 
ceiling. Its tremendous pipes were like so many missiles ready for 
launching. 


The reason for this warehouse having been chosen as the 
meeting place was simple. John Whiting, chairman of the 
committee, operated behind a respectable business front as a 
distributor of pipe organs. 


The giant pipe organ in the rear of the warehouse had been 
especially built for installation in a new motion picture palace 


meant to dwarf all such previous buildings, even the fabulous Radio 
City Music Hall in New York City. The organ was designed to be 
played by half a dozen organists at once—each stationed at a 
different part of the mighty instrument. 


When the Penguin entered the meeting place with Robin in tow, 
the response was enthusiastic enough to please even the Penguin’s 
monumental ego. 


“It’s Robin! The Penguin has taken him captive!” 


“He’s delivering the Wonder Boy right into our hands!” “What an 
achievement!” 


The Penguin beamed as he told of his exploits during the 
preliminary session of the committee. 


The Committee of Ten listened gravely on their wooden chairs 
behind a wooden table. Nearby, present as witnesses, lounged the 
Joker and the Catwoman. 


The Penguin concluded his presentation proudly: “And during 
my last bird-crime, Robin made an attempt to stop me. We battled 
—I overcame him. Now I have brought him here as a captive so this 
committee can judge for itself whether I—and I alone—am not 
entitled to the top prize in gangsterdom!” 


The Penguin ended with a flourish and a bow. He took his seat. 

John Whiting, seated in the center of the Committee of Ten at 
the table said gravely, “Robin, is there anything you would care to 
say at this time?” 

Robin said, “I have nothing to add to the Penguin’s testimony.” 

“Then you support his version of what occurred?” 

“Allowing for his excessive ego, it’s a fairly honest report.” 

The Penguin sat on the edge of his chair, teetering there more 
like a proud pouter pigeon than a penguin. John Whiting was silent, 
obviously impressed. So were the other members of the committee. 

The Joker’s mad grin seemed forced. He asked Robin angrily, 
“Did you make some sort of a deal with the Penguin? You’re taking 
his side.” 

Catwoman purred with menace: “Where is the Batman? That’s 
what ld like to know.” 

The Joker said triumphantly, “Catwoman is right. How can we 
make an award to the Penguin when we don’t even know what 


Batman is doing right this very moment?” 

The Penguin jumped up indignantly. “Mr. Chairman.” 

John Whiting brought down his gavel sharply. 

“Order! There must be order, gentlemen. One at a time, please. I 
believe the Penguin now has the floor.” 


“Thank you, Mr. Chairman. I just want to say that it is most 
unfair of the Joker and Catwoman to cast aspersions. The 
whereabouts of Batman is not important. The fact remains that I 
pulled off my robberies just as I said I would—and I’ve brought 
Robin here in captivity. What more can anyone ask?” 


John Whiting nodded. “You have a very strong case, Penguin. 
Perhaps we should now proceed to a vote “ 

“T protest!” said the Joker. 

“So do I,” said the Catwoman. 

“And so do I,” said a strange voice. 

Everyone in the room looked at each other to see who had 
spoken. 

Robin gave them the answer. 

“BATMAN!” he shouted. 

Then everyone cried out at once. Chairs toppled backward and 
fell fiat on the warehouse floor. 


Through dimly lit upper regions of the high-ceilinged warehouse 
swung the caped figure that struck terror to the hearts of all 
criminals. Batman’s cape flew out from his shoulders, and the lights 
cast a huge shadow before him as he swept down on a Batrope. 

He swung feet-first into John Whiting. Whiting was slammed 
backward with such force that all the members of the committee 
fell like a row of dominoes. 

The Penguin fired at Batman and missed. He took careful aim 
again. 

Robin’s legs were bound to the chair. But he tilted himself 
forward. His head butted the Penguin deep in his soft, protruding 
belly. 

The Penguin gasped and went down. 

The Joker reacted quickly. Gauntly agile, he fled toward the 
massive organ in the rear of the warehouse. As Batman charged 


him, the Joker stamped down heavily on the foot pedal of the huge 
organ, at the same time stuffing his fingers tightly into his ears. 


KAROOM! 


A terrific diapason of sound stunned the racing Batman. He was 
literally buffeted by the booming sound of the organ at close range. 


The Joker’s mad laugh rang out eerily. “Hyaaa-ha-ha-ha-ha!” 


Batman’s head seemed to be ringing like a bell tower in which a 
thousand bells were chiming all at once. He fell to one knee. 


He heard the Joker’s triumphant cackle: 


“Didn’t count on that little maneuver, did you? You’re dealing 
with the Joker now, Batman. Not that frumptious fool—the 
Penguin!” 

Batman struggled erect. But there was a terrible, dizzying din in 
his head. He had to stand still a moment to get his bearings. As he 
did, the Joker and John Whiting fled with the other members of the 
committee. 


Meanwhile Catwoman was struggling wildly, futilely, in the 
grasp of Robin, the Boy Wonder. 


Robin gasped, “Help me, Batman. She’s trying to get at me with 
her claws. I can’t hold her off much longer!” 


Batman went to Robin’s aid. Together they forced the Catwoman 
into the seat in which Robin had been a prisoner and bound her 
with his ropes. She raged and snarled and hissed at them. Her 
lovely features were distorted with fury. 


“A fine pair of heroes!” she said. “While you’ve been busy with 
me, you let the Joker and the others escape.” 


“Don’t bet on it, Catwoman,” Batman told her. “I have the 
Batmobile waiting outside and...” 


“LOOK OUT, BATMAN!” 


Without a second’s hesitation, Batman heeded Robin’s warning 
and ducked. That quick action undoubtedly saved his life. A short, 
deadly spear whizzed narrowly over his head to embed itself in the 
opposite wall. 

Nearby the Penguin stood with an umbrella aimed directly at 
Batman. The spear had been fired from the muzzle of the Penguin’s 
umbrella, which was poised to fire again. 


Reacting with lightning fast reflexes, Batman lunged for the 
Penguin. 

The roly-poly little man was uncommonly swift of foot. He fled 
toward the rear of the warehouse and the giant organ towering to 
the ceiling. 

‘The Joker used that trick,” Batman warned. “It won’t work 
again, Penguin. If you step on that pedal...” 


“I have no intention of employing sound as a weapon against 
you, Batman. But I thought you might like to match skills with me 
—at pipe-organ climbing. It’s an exhilarating sport!” 

In a twinkling the Penguin leapt to a projecting ledge above the 
huge pipe-organ leg. Soon he was scrambling up the slippery slope 
beside the giant keyboard. 


Batman was close in pursuit. As the Penguin’s feet found the 
support of the lower rim of the music stand, the Batman drew 
himself up the precarious slope adjoining the keyboard. 

Poised on the music stand, the Penguin emptied his revolver at 
Batman. When the last wild shot was fired, he threw the revolver at 
Batman in disgust. 

“T should never rely on clumsy weapons,” the Penguin said as he 
drew out an umbrella. “Umbrellas always serve me so much better.” 

He pushed a button and the handle sprang out on an extension. 
The umbrella tip reached toward Batman. 

“The point is sharp, Batman—and coated with curare,” said the 
Penguin. “One puncture of the skin and you die horribly—in 
seconds.” 

There was only one chance to evade the deadly umbrella tip. 
Batman simply hurled himself up and backward in a somersault. 

And came down with both feet on the keyboard. 

The sudden uprush of air from an organ pipe under the Penguin 
caught his umbrella, opened it, sent it soaring toward the ceiling. 

Holding firmly to the handle, the Penguin was wafted upward 
along with it! 

As the uprush of air subsided, the umbrella started to lower the 
Penguin again. Batman pushed another key which controlled a 
giant pipe directly beneath the Penguin. 

Again there was a booming musical note and a rush of air from 


the organ pipe. 
Up the Penguin went again! 


Batman called to Robin: “Care to join me? Between the two of 
us, we ought to be able to play a simple little melody.” 


Robin laughed. “A great idea, Batman.” 


In moments Robin was beside Batman and, in turn, they picked 
out the notes. 


Each successive blast of air, as a key was pushed, sent the 
Penguin up toward the roof. The warehouse shook and thundered 
with booming notes from the giant organ. 


The Penguin’s face was a mask of misery. “L-let me down, 
Batman. P-p-please!” 


“What’s wrong, Penguin?” Batman challenged. “Don’t you think 
music is very elevating?” 

“Oh, dear,” said the Penguin, dangling helplessly in the air. “It’s 
bad enough to be pinioned up here, pummeled by all that noise, but 
I refuse to be perpetually plagued by your persistently bad puns. Let 
me down, Batman, and I’ll surrender. Anything—even prison—is 
better than this!” 


“Shall we bring him down, Robin?” Batman asked. 


Robin shrugged. “It’s not our fault if the Penguin doesn’t 
appreciate good music.” 

They ceased pushing the keys. 

As the constant rush of air ceased, the Penguin began to float 
slowly down from the rooftop with his umbrella—to where Batman 
and Robin waited below. 

“Here he comes,” said Batman. “Just like a bird!” said Robin. 

The Penguin groaned. 


Later, when Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson appeared for dinner 
in Wayne Manor, they were sternly rebuked by Aunt Harriet 
Cooper. 


“You know perfectly well that dinner was to be at seven o’clock. 
It’s half past seven, and your soup is cold. Pll have to go into the 
kitchen and heat it up again.” She put the plates on a tray, a fussy, 
matronly woman whose natural kindness was such that she had 


great difficulty even in acting annoyed. “I suppose you were off on 
another of your bird-watching expeditions. I swear to goodness, you 
two are irresponsible when it comes to your hobbies!” 


Aunt Harriet Cooper marched off to the kitchen. 

Alfred, the butler, entered the dining room. 

“T beg your pardon, sir. You’re wanted on the telephone.” 
Bruce Wayne said, “Alfred, we just got home!” 

“T know, sir. But it’s the special phone in the living room.” 


Since Alfred knew the secret identities of Bruce Wayne, the 
wealthy socialite, and his young ward Dick Grayson, he was 
privileged to answer the Batphone whenever there was an urgent 
summons from the police commissioner’s office. 


Bruce Wayne sighed and went into the living room. Dick Grayson 
followed. At the base of a lamp there was a glowing box. Bruce 
Wayne removed the lamp while Alfred and Dick Grayson kept a 
cautious eye out for the approach of Aunt Harriet who, of course, 
knew nothing at all about the double lives of Bruce Wayne and Dick 
Grayson. 


Bruce picked up the glowing box that served as a base for the 
lamp and took out the telephone. 


“Yes, Commissioner.” 


Commissioner Gordon said, “First, I want to congratulate you, 
Batman, on the capture of both the Penguin and the Catwoman. 
There’s never been a catch like that in the entire history of the 
Gotham City Police Department.” 


“Pm sorry that the others escaped, Commissioner. Especially the 
Joker.” 


Commissioner Gordon’s voice took on an anxious tinge. “That’s 
why I’m calling you, Batman. I’m afraid there’s bad news. Very bad 
news indeed! I’ve received a communication from that archfiend 
who calls himself...the Joker! It looks as though we’re in serious 
trouble!” 


CHAPTER 5 


When Bruce Wayne hung up the Batphone, he said, “Alfred, you’ll 
have to make our apologies to Aunt Harriet.” 


“You won’t be here for dinner, sir?” “I’m afraid not.” 


“I can’t imagine what to tell Mrs. Cooper this time, sir. She 
prepared a splendid meal for you and the young master, and she 
just went into the kitchen to warm your soup. How can I tell her 
that you’ve decided to go out again?” 


“You'll think of something, Alfred,” Dick Grayson said cheerfully. 
“You always do.” 

“Yes, Master Grayson,” Alfred answered with a sigh. “But there 
certainly are times when one’s ingenuity is strained to the very 
limit.” 

Bruce Wayne removed the top of the bust of Shakespeare and 
threw the switch. The secret door opened in the wall. In a moment 
Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson were sliding down the Batpoles into 
the hidden recesses of the Batcave. 

Alfred returned to the dining room. Aunt Harriet came in 
carrying the plates of soup on a tray. 


“Now, here we are. All nice and...” She stopped and looked 
about the empty dining room. “My gracious. Where did they go?” 

“Master Grayson just recalled that he left his boots near the pond 
where he and Mr. Wayne were observing the habits of the fork- 
legged petrel.” 

“Forgot his boots! How could he do a thing like that?” 

Alfred said, “I am afraid, Mrs. Cooper, the boy must have 
removed them to go in wading.” 

“Wading! In January! He could have caught his death of cold. I 
am going to speak to him when he returns.” 


“That,” said Alfred, “is an excellent idea. There are times, Mrs. 
Cooper, when a maternal influence is sadly missed around this 
domicile. Particularly in the case of Master Grayson.” 


Aunt Harriet put the soup plates down on the table. “Well, I 
suppose they won’t be back for a while. We might as well eat their 
dinners before they’re ruined.” 


“Tf you recall, Mrs. Cooper, I have already dined.” 


“Oh, Alfred, you can always make room for another bowl of my 
vegetable soup.” 


Alfred sighed. “Of course. You do make a most commendable 
vegetable soup, Mrs. Cooper.” 


Commissioner Gordon showed the note to Batman and Robin in 
his office. The note was made up entirely of letters cut out of a 
newspaper and pasted down on a sheet of paper to spell out the 
Joker’s message. 


“Tune in the Tune Parade if you want to know the latest hit on 
the Joker’s Crime Parade.” 


“Ts that all, Commissioner?” Batman inquired. 


Commissioner Gordon nodded gloomily. “It’s another of the 
Joker’s silly riddles. There’s always a meaning hidden in them, isn’t 
there?” 


“Yes, there always is, Commissioner. What do you make of this 
one, Robin?” 

Robin pondered the pasted-up message. “The Tune Parade is a 
popular program on Gotham City radio. He must be referring to 
that, Batman.” 


Batman put the Jokers message back on the police 
commissioner’s desk. “It would be the Joker’s idea of a comical 
clue. He’s planted what he intends to do in crime as an 
announcement on a popular radio program. I think we had better 
listen in.” 

At eight o’clock when the Tune Parade program went on the air, 
Batman, Robin, and Commissioner Gordon all listened carefully. But 
there did not appear to be any message that could be interpreted as 
a clue for crime. 


Finally, the disc jockey, Vance Jennings, played the last number 


on the regular program. 

“Well,” Commissioner Gordon said, “it seems that there is no 
message for us from the Joker on tonight’s program.” 

“Wait a minute,” Robin said as Commissioner Gordon was about 
to turn off the radio. “Isn’t there usually a request number?” 

“That’s right, Robin,” said Batman. “And if the Joker has 
anything to tell us, that will be where he chooses to do it.” 

In a moment, after a commercial announcement, Vance Jennings 
came back on the air. 

“Now we're going to play our request number—the tune most of 
you folks out there wanted to hear tonight. It’s that great melody 
‘Old Man River.” 

“Old Man River,” Batman repeated. “It’s from the musical ‘Show 
Boat.’ It might be a tip-off that the Joker plans some riverboat 
crime. No, that isn’t likely. He’s usually more specific than that.” 

“You don’t suppose,” Robin said, “that there actually is an Old 
Man River, do you?” 

Batman snapped his fingers. “That’s it, Robin!” 

While Commissioner Gordon looked on puzzledly, Batman flung 
open a telephone directory and quickly went down the list of 
names. 

“T find at least two possibilities,” he said. “An E. M. River, who’s 
a wholesale fur merchant. And a Jabez River, who deals in 
diamonds.” 

“Sounds pretty farfetched to me,” Commissioner Gordon said. 
“You don’t seriously believe, Batman, that the Joker intends to rob 
one of these two men. Why, there are all sorts of other possible 
meanings...” 

“You might save time, Commissioner, if you place two phone 
calls. One to E. M. River and the other to Jabez River.” 

“What do you want me to say?” 

“Ask them one question,” Batman said. “How old are they?” 

Commissioner Gordon stared. “How old are they?” 

“That’s right, Commissioner.” 

Commissioner Gordon called E. M. River, spoke for a moment, 
and hung up the telephone. 


“He probably thinks I’m crazy,” the commissioner said grimly. 
“But he finally told me how old he is. He’s thirty-four.” 


“Then he isn’t our man. Call Jabez River quickly, Commissioner. 
Find out how old he is. If he’s over sixty, tell him to lock up his 
store and not to let anyone in under any circumstances. Tell him 
we'll be there right away!” 


Commissioner Gordon seemed about to protest, but then he 
shrugged and made the phone call. When he put down the phone 
this time, his expression had changed to pure incredulity. 


“That was Jabez River’s store I just called. But I couldn’t talk to 
Mr. River.” 


“Why not?” 
“He was busy with the police, who were in his store already. He’s 
just been robbed—by the Joker!” 


Batman nodded. “Did you find out how old Mr. River is?” 
“Yes. He’s seventy-four years old.” 


“You see, Commissioner. In his own way, the Joker can be pretty 
specific. He told us that the first target on his Crime Parade was Old 
Man River—and that’s exactly who it was!” Commissioner Gordon 
took a handkerchief from his breast pocket to wipe his forehead. 
“Crime has changed from the days when I was a policeman on a 
beat. Sometimes I think it’s getting to be too much for me.” 


“Commissioner, you do a fine job against the ordinary run of 
criminals. But the Joker is no ordinary criminal,” Batman said. 

Batman started for the door, with Robin following him. “You’re 
not leaving now, are you, Batman?” Commissioner Gordon asked. 
“Don’t you want to question Jabez River?” 


“No—that’s past history,” Batman said. “There isn’t anything we 
can do until the Joker gives us the clue for his next caper on...his 
Crime Parade.” 


The next evening, during a fine dinner together, Aunt Harriet 
smiled brightly at Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson in the dining 
room. 

“Pm so glad to have you two home for a change instead of 
traipsing all over the place on those silly bird-watching 
expeditions.” 


“Were not going off on any more of those for a spell, Aunt 
Harriet,” Dick Grayson assured her. 


“Well, certainly hope not. Especially after you went wading in 
that cold pond yesterday without your boots!” 


“After I went...?” Dick Grayson caught himself as Alfred, 
standing nearby, gave him a meaningful wink. “Oh, yes, that was 
careless of me, Aunt Harriet.” 


“Tt was much worse than that, Dick. You risked catching 
pneumonia.” She turned to Bruce Wayne. “I really must say that 
you’re not living up to your responsibilities as Richard’s guardian 
when you let things like that happen.” 

Bruce Wayne said seriously, “You’re quite right, Aunt Harriet. PII 
try to do better.” 

“You don’t seem to realize the kind of danger a boy can get into 
sometimes,” Aunt Harriet observed. “A youngster like Richard 
needs someone older and wiser to protect him.” 

There was a snuffling sound from the corner of the room where 
Alfred was standing. 

Aunt Harriet said, “Whatever is the matter with you, Alfred? Are 
you laughing at anything I said?” 

“Oh, no, Mrs. Cooper.” Alfred regained a measure of his 
customary solemnity. “I—er—had something caught in my throat.” 

Aunt Harriet clasped her hands on the table. “Now that were all 
finished with the main course, I have a special surprise for dessert. 
Strawberry and pistachio ice cream parfait.” 

Bruce Wayne said, “Do you mind if we have it in the library, 
Aunt Harriet? There’s a radio program we don’t want to miss. It’s 
coming on any minute.” 

“That’s fine. It’s something educational, I hope.” 

“Well—uh—not exactly. It’s the—er—Tune Parade.” 

Aunt Harriet sighed reprovingly. “I do wish you’d try to 
encourage Richard’s interest in a better kind of music. Bach, 
Beethoven, and Brahms, for example.” 

“Oh, I dig them, Aunt Harriet,” Dick Grayson said. 

“You do—what?” 

“I appreciate their music, I mean, 
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Dick Grayson corrected 


himself. “But the Tune Parade keeps me up to date on what most 
people like to listen to. And that’s something I have to know for an 
essay I’m writing in my sociology class.” 


Aunt Harriet beamed approvingly. “That’s different. You two go 
right on ahead and listen to the radio. I’ll bring you your strawberry 
and pistachio ice cream.” 


Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson listened intently through the 
regular program of the Tune Parade. There was no hint of anything 
resembling a clue by the Joker. Finally, it was time for Vance 
Jennings to announce the request number: 


“Friends, today the request song is that old and familiar favorite, 
‘It’s June in January.” 


The first strains of the melody began to come over the 
loudspeaker. 


“What can it mean?” Dick Grayson asked. “It’s a pretty vague 
clue, if you ask me.” 


“Td better call Commissioner Gordon,” Bruce Wayne said. “He 
may have received further information from the Joker.” He handed 
Dick his emptied parfait glass. “Here, you bring these back to Aunt 
Harriet. Keep her talking in the kitchen until I finish making the 
phone call.” 


“Okay, Bruce.” 
Commissioner Gordon’s voice crackled over the Batphone, 


“Yes, Batman, we got another message from the Joker. It said 
today’s clue to crime would reveal not the person—but the place at 
which the crime would occur.” 


“T see.” 


“Well, I don’t, Batman. I listened in and the song request was ‘It’s 
June in January.’ What’s that got to do with a place?” 

“Offhand, I can only surmise that the Joker is referring to Florida 
—where the weather is like June in January.” 

“If he’s going to strike in Florida next, I can’t do very much 
about it. My authority extends only to the limits of Gotham City.” 

“We do have an airport, Commissioner—from which Florida- 
bound planes take off, and to which they return. The Joker may be 
referring to that.” 


The commissioner sounded skeptical: “All right. Pll post men at 
the airport with special instructions to watch every incoming and 
outgoing Florida plane. That’s about all I can do, Batman.” 


“It may be very helpful, Commissioner.” 


Bruce Wayne hung up the phone and replaced the lamp atop it. 
The voices of Dick Grayson and Aunt Harriet approached in the 
next room. 


He went to meet Dick Grayson and Aunt Harriet at the door. 


“I was just telling Richard,” Aunt Harriet said, “that if he has an 
important essay to write he ought to stay home and study instead of 
gallivanting around town with you tonight.” 


“You certainly can’t complain about the marks Dick has been 
getting, Aunt Harriet. Straight A’s in every course.” 


Aunt Harriet sighed bewilderedly. “I don’t know how he 
manages to do it. I never see him doing his regular schoolwork. 
He’s always off on peculiar projects with you—like bird-watching or 
studying Sanskrit. No boy his age ought to be interested in things 
like that.” 


“Its all part of his education, Aunt Harriet,” Bruce Wayne said. “I 
want Dick to be well informed about everything. Tonight, for 
instance, we’re going to the Gotham City Airport. I want to show 
him the intricate and complex operations of a modern airport.” 


Aunt Harriet said, “I don’t see how that’s going to help him in his 
sociology class.” 


“Sooner or later,” Bruce Wayne said, “everything we learn comes 
in handy. At least, that’s what I believe.” 


Aunt Harriet sighed resignedly. “Well, have a good time. And be 
sure to be home in bed early. A growing boy needs his rest, 
Richard.” 


“Yes, Aunt Harriet,” Dick Grayson said as he kissed her goodbye. 
He followed Bruce Wayne out of the room. 


Aunt Harriet Cooper would have been a mightily surprised 
woman if she could have seen what Dick Grayson and Bruce Wayne 
were doing scarcely more than an hour later. They were hovering 
above Gotham City Airport in a black plane whose fuselage was 
shaped like a bat’s head, and whose oddly constructed wings 


ordinarily increased its resemblance to a bat. But now the 
retractable wings had been withdrawn and auxiliary helicopter gear 
enabled the Batplane to stay almost motionless in the air. 


Inside the plane Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson had changed 
their costume. They were attired as—Batman and Robin! 


Below them, a huge four-engined jet plane wheeled out onto the 
runway, waited for takeoff instructions, and then raced down the 
strip and zoomed up into the air. 


Robin lowered his binoculars. “There goes another plane bound 
for Florida. Not a sign of anything amiss.” 


“There’s another plane due to land from Florida in about twenty 
minutes, Robin. It may be carrying the cargo that the Joker is 
after.” 


Robin turned to Batman anxiously. “I have a feeling that we 
haven’t found the right answer to the Joker’s riddle. He could easily 
have meant some other place where the weather is like June in 
January.” 


“Pm a little worried about that too, Robin. The Joker’s already 
pulled off one of his Crime Parade robberies. I’d hate to see him get 
away with another.” 


The throbbing roar of big jet engines came up to them from the 
airport below as the wind gusted and fell away. The sky was 
overcast and the air was full of millions of driving, icepointed 
droplets that swept over them from the darkness out of the east. 
When Batman lifted the cowling of the Batplane to look out, the 
narrow exposed area of his face beneath his mask was stung by, 
minute particles of bail like infuriated hornets. 


It was a sharp, exquisite pain, but the pain vanished in the 
greater torment of Batman’s increasing suspicion that Robin was 
right—they had not interpreted the Joker correctly. But what else 
could the clue have meant? 


Horace Holly was displeased. 


His stooped, aging figure moved through the bitter January 
weather toward the glass hothouse where his gardener was waiting. 
As he opened the door, a blast of hot air struck him. The gardener 
was wearing only a shirt and light trousers, and his face was 
streaming perspiration. 


“No use waiting any longer, William,” Horace Holly said. “I just 
called Gotham City Airport. The plane with my new collection of 
orchids from Florida isn’t due for twenty minutes. I told them to 
keep the boxes of orchids aboard the plane until tomorrow morning 
and then ship them over to me. It’s freezing cold tonight.” 

“Will the orchids be safe, Mr. Holly? They’re worth a lot of 
money.” 

“It’s the airline’s responsibility. I’m insured against loss. Pm not 
going to risk having those orchids delivered in weather like this. Pm 
going to bed!” 

“Good night, Mr. Holly.” 

The door to the hothouse opened and closed. 

“Pleasant dreams, Mr. Holly,” added a rasping, mirthless voice. 

The tall, grotesquely attired figure of the Joker stood inside the 
hothouse door. He fired a pellet from a gun—and that was the last 
thing Mr. Holly remembered for some time. He fell unconscious in 
the passageway between the double-tiered rows of boxes of his 
fabulous orchid collection. 

The gardener William fell close beside him. 

The Joker’s evil laugh rang out triumphantly. “When Mr. Holly 
awakens, his rare orchid collection will belong to me. Ha-ha-ha! I 
love to collect flowers too—but only for resale!” The Joker 
motioned to a truck standing outside. 

The truck backed up to the hothouse door, and the rear opened. 

The Joker commanded, “Start loading these orchids aboard, men. 
Handle them gently. The least rough handling or cold might injure 
them. If that happens, whoever is responsible will answer—to me!” 

One burly henchman mopped his forehead. “Golly, Joker, it’s hot 
as blazes in this place. Couldn’t we get it a little cooler?” 

“T find this temperature pleasant,” the Joker said. As a thought 
struck him, he laughed: “Where else could you be where the climate 
is like—June in January?” 

The Joker nearly doubled up with laughter. 

Perspiring, as they removed the boxes of orchids into the heated 
interior of the truck one henchman whispered to another, “That guy 
kills himself with his jokes, don’t he?” 

“Yeah. He may be a genius—but he’s the first one to admit it!” 


At Gotham City Airport, Batman and Robin watched the arrival 
of the plane from Florida. 


“No sign of the Joker yet, Batman,” Robin remarked. 


The Batman was listening in on the conversation between the 
pilot of the incoming plane and the airport tower. Batman put down 
the earphones with abrupt violence. Over the microphone Robin 
could still hear the murmur of conversation between the pilot and 
the tower. 


“Robin,” Batman said. “I’ve been a fool.” His voice was calm, but 
full of self-reproach—the voice of a man in whom the cold, 
dismaying processes of reason had led to an unwelcome conclusion. 


“What do you mean, Batman?” 


“Pm switching from helicopter to forward flight,” Batman said as 
his hand flicked to the controls. “We’re going to Horace Holly’s 
estate.” 


“Horace Holly—the multimillionaire hobbyist? Why, Batman?” 


“Because that’s where the Joker is striking tonight.” Batwings 
slid slowly into position and in a sharp climbing turn the Batplane 
zoomed away from Gotham City Airport. 


Robin said, “How did you figure it out, Batman?” 


“T didn’t—until I overheard the conversation between the pilot of 
that incoming plane and the airport’s control tower.” 


“What did they say, Batman?” 


“The pilot told the tower he had a special hothouse section on 
board the plane—to protect the cargo. He wanted to know if similar 
arrangements had been made at the airport. It seems that he’s 
delivering a special consignment of orchids to Horace Holly.” 


“Orchids! Robin said. “Hothouse! They’re kept in a hothouse 
where the temperature is always—June in January!” 


“And the Horace Holly orchid collection is world-famous. It’s a 
perfect crime target for—the Joker!” 


“How can you be sure the Joker doesn’t intend to rob the 
shipment that’s coming on the plane?” 


“It wouldn’t make sense, Robin. Horace Holly’s greenhouse on 
his estate has a collection that’s at least ten times as valuable. And 
it won’t be under the kind of surveillance that a new shipment 
would be—which is guaranteed by an insurance company to arrive 


safely. The insurance company will make sure every security 
protection is taken—including police guards.” 


“Golly, Batman, I think you’ve finally solved the Joker’s crime 
riddle. I just hope it isn’t too late!” 


Batman did not reply. He was too busy urging every possible 
ounce of speed from the Batplane. That he had solved the Joker’s 
riddle he was pretty sure. But he bit his lips in chagrin at the 
thought of how he had been misled. The Joker’s crime clue had 
seemed vague but was, in fact, brilliantly precise. 


This was what Batman should have expected of a master criminal 
who thought of everything, made every possible provision against 
the slightest chance of failure. 


Still, even though furious at the delay, Batman thought he could 
cope with the situation. 


If only he could reach the Horace Holly estate in time! 


The last of the orchid boxes were being loaded aboard the 
waiting truck. The hard labor of carrying out the entire greenhouse 
full of orchids to store in the truck, together with the high 
temperature in the hothouse—at now higher than ninety degrees 
Fahrenheit—had left its mark on the Joker’s men. The burliest of 
them looked as though he had been shrunken by the heat; his face 
was pockmarked with streams of sweat. The others were exhausted, 
moving with mechanical, lackluster gestures. The insidious energy- 
sapping effects of the unnatural heat had already eaten deep into 
their physical reserves. 


The Joker himself sat watching them with expressionless coal- 
black eyes. He, too, felt the humidity in the place plaguing him. His 
breathing was difficult, and the sweet ethereal odor of the orchids 
assailed him. 


He was tempted to turn down the valves that controlled the 
temperature in the glass greenhouse. But he resisted the temptation. 
After all, it would not take long for his men to recover. But the 
orchids might be ruined by a change in temperature. 


Nevertheless the Joker was relieved when the work of loading 
came to an end at last. 

The driver started up the truck engines and the Joker got in 
beside him at the wheel. The powerful headlights of the truck 


switched on. 


The driver suddenly jumped up from the seat. “Hey, Joker. 
There’s somethin’ right ahead of us. A shadow!” 


The Joker saw it. But this was no ordinary shadow. It was not 
the reflection of any object in the path of the truck. 


This shadow came from above! 
And it was shaped like a bat! 


CHAPTER 6 


“Step on the gas,” the Joker ordered. “Quick! It’s Batman and 
Robin!” 

The henchman seemed to have forgotten where he was in his 
terror. His teeth chattered, and not from the cold. 

The Joker shoved him roughly out from behind the wheel. 

“TIl drive myself, you cowardly idiot,” he cried. 

The truck started up. But it went only a few feet before the Joker 
jammed on the brakes. The Batplane was coming down vertically— 
almost on top of him! 

He flung open the truck door, jumped out, and ran. His 
henchmen were ahead of him. They were heading toward the only 
refuge in sight—the greenhouse which they had ransacked and 
deserted. 

The Joker flung a shot back into the darkness behind him. He did 
not pause to see what effect the shot had. 

He reached the greenhouse a step ahead of his men and held the 
door open until they were safely inside. Then he slammed the door. 

“Turn the lights out,” he shouted. “Train your guns on that door. 
If Batman or Robin tries to come through it, blast them to bits!” 

The burly henchman said, “H-how did they find us, J-Joker? Did 
somebody tip them off?” 

The Joker snarled, “They guessed the clue hidden in my ‘June in 
January’ announcement. But they can’t stop me! They’re too late!” 

Batman’s voice rang in the glass enclosure. “It’s never too late to 
trap rats!” 

The burly henchman shivered violently. “Where did that v-voice 
come from? He’s inside here somewhere—in the dark with us!” 

“He can’t be,” the, Joker said. “It’s a trick.” 


“Are you sure it’s a trick, Joker?” 

From another side of the glass house, a shot rang out as a 
nervous crook pressed a trigger. 

“EEEYOW! It’s him!” a man shouted. “I’m hit!” 

“Fools!” cried the Joker. “You’re shooting at each other.” 

His warning went unheard in the general panic. Shots echoed. 
Men fought and clawed their way toward the exit door. 

As they opened the door, a wintry blast blew in. 

And so did Batman and Robin! 


KERPOW! 
WHAM! 
ZOWIE! 


In the dark interior of the greenhouse the Joker dropped to his 
hands and knees. The air above him was rent with the sound of 
blows. Someone gasped. A foot stamped near him on the ground. 
There was a grunt, and a body fell heavily. 


“The steam pipes,” the Joker thought to himself. “That’s how 
Batman projected his voice into the greenhouse. Through those 
pipes! If I can reach the pipes I may be able to turn the tables on 
him.” 

He crawled over two prostrate figures—Horace Holly and his 
gardener. 


His hand touched a double row of horizontal pipes that ran along 
the side wall of the greenhouse. The pipes were red-hot to the 
touch. The heat went through the Joker’s gloves. He followed the 
horizontal pipes until he found a long, slender vertical pipe that fed 
steam into the system. 


The sounds of battle were diminishing. Gasps had been replaced 
by groans. 

“Batman and Robin will be after me next,” the Joker thought. 
“There’s no time to waste.” He stood up and grasped the handle 
that controlled the steam intake. 

At that moment Batman turned on the switch. 

One of the Joker’s henchmen glimpsed Batman. He aimed a gun 
at his back. 


Robin quickly snatched up an empty flowerpot and hurled it 
with all his might. The pot struck the burly henchman’s elbow, and 
sent the gun flying from nerve-deadened fingers. The henchman’s 
wail of pain was cut short as Robin’s first drove home to the point 
of his jaw. He turned slowly, his legs twisting as he fell in a heap. 

“Thanks, Robin,” said the Batman. “We’ve disposed of them all, 
except for...” 

“Me?” asked the Joker. “How right you are, Batman!” 

The mad Clown of Crime was already twisting the handle that 
controlled the input from the steam pipes. 

“This hothouse is getting a little too hot for me!” The Joker 
finished wrenching the handle completely to its furthest arc. 

“But turning this steam loose may make it even too hot for you!” 

An explosive hiss of steam erupted into a scalding hot veil as 
Robin charged into the middle of it. 

The fiery hot blast struck the Boy Wonder like a fist. He 
staggered back. Steam rose about him in a blinding white cloud. 

“Batman!” he called. 

The Joker’s high taunting laugh answered him. Valiantly Robin 
made an attempt to get to him. But it was like groping through a 
thick fog in a temperature higher than that of a steam room. Robin 
could scarcely breathe. 

Robin’s groping arms caught a man’s body—and held on. 

“Take it easy, Robin,” Batman told him. “It’s me. Pll get you 
clear of this.” 

Batman led the choking, gasping Boy Wonder to an area clear of 
the steam vapor. 

Through incandescent steam they heard the Joker’s command: 

“Quick, men. Into the truck!” 

Robin shook his head dazedly. “We can’t let him get away, 
Batman. Let’s go after him.” 


Batman shook his head. “We can’t. Not until we’ve found the 
steam intake valve and shut it down. I saw Horace Holly and his 
gardener lying on the ground near the steam pipes when I switched 
on the lights.” 


“Can’t we come back for them later, Batman?” Robin pleaded. 


“Listen! The Joker and his men are getting away.” Outside the 
greenhouse the truck’s engine roared into life. There was a hasty 
grinding clash of gears. 


“If we leave those two unconscious men here,” Batman said, 
“they'll suffocate. This greenhouse will be full of scalding steam in a 
few more minutes. We don’t have a choice, Robin. We can’t leave 
Horace Holly and his gardener to die.” 


Steam rose higher and higher in menacing white billows. 


The temperature rose steadily—to the limits of human 
endurance. 


Batman swept his cape up about his nose and mouth, and Robin 
did the same. They plunged into the swirling billows of red-hot 
steam. 


When Batman found the intake valve, the handle was already so 
hot he could only touch it with his gloves for a second. But by 
turning the handle a bit at a time he managed to cut off the deadly 
hiss of incoming steam. 


With Robin’s help, he carried Horace Holly and his unconscious 
gardener out of danger. In the cool air near the open door to the 
greenhouse the two men slowly revived. 


Horace Holly said, “Batman—Robin. Thank goodness you’re 
here. Someone broke into my greenhouse and...” 


Batman said gently, “I know, Mr. Holly. It was the Joker. He was 
after your rare orchid bulbs.” 


“My orchids,” the old man gasped. “Nothing happened to my 
precious bulbs, did it?” 


“Tm sorry to tell you this, Mr. Holly. But I’m afraid the Joker got 
them.” 


“They'll be ruined. A man like the Joker doesn’t know how to 
care for those flowers. The slightest rough handling...the merest 
frost...” 


“You can rely on the Joker to take good care of them, Mr. Holly. 
He doesn’t know much about orchids—but he does know that your 
collection is worth a fortune. And one thing the Joker does 
understand, I assure you, is the proper care and handling of— 
money!” 


Horace Holly was close to tears. “My precious orchids,” he said. 


“Tve spent most of my life making my collection the finest in the 
world. How can I ever replace them?” 


“You'll get them back, Mr. Holly. The Joker doesn’t want to go 
into the business of raising orchids. He’ll unload them as soon as he 
can—on the market. You'll be able to buy them back again.” 


“Do you really think so? I don’t care about the money. I'll pay 
anything.” A wavering smile appeared on Horace Holly’s seamed 
face. “I can’t tell you what your saying this means to me, Batman. I 
know it sounds foolish, but to think that all my work—my 
reputation as the world’s finest orchid grower—might have been 
undone by this cruel robbery. It’s almost too much for me to bear.” 


“Mr. Holly, as soon as you feel better, call the police. When they 
get here, tell them exactly what happened.” 


Horace Holly, with Batman’s assistance, got to his feet. “I surely 
will, Batman. And I'll also tell them how you and Robin saved my 
life—and my gardener William’s life, too.” 


Batman and Robin hurried off. A hundred yards distant, the 
Batplane was waiting. 


“We have to face it, Batman,” Robin said grimly. “The Joker won 
round number two.” 


“He’s laughing up his sleeve at us right now, Robin,” Batman 
said bitterly. 


“We mustn’t get discouraged, Batman. You’ve always said that he 
who laughs last, laughs best!” 


“Nevertheless, Robin, I knew what Horace Holly meant when he 
said that he had spent a lifetime building a reputation—only to see 
his work undone. That’s how I feel about us and the Joker right 
now. We’ve spent years building a reputation as crime fighters— 
and he’s making fools of us.” 

“Our day will come, Batman. It may come sooner than the Joker 
thinks. After all, we’ve beaten the Penguin—and put the Catwoman 
in prison. The Joker is no tougher than they are.” 

But even in Robin’s own ears his words had a false ring—the 
empty bravado of someone whistling in the dark. 


The red phone rang on Commissioner Gordon’s desk. “Batman 
wants to talk to you, Commissioner,” said Inspector O’Hara. 


“He must have heard the request number on the Tune Parade 
program,” Commissioner Gordon said. “I wonder if he’s reached the 
same conclusion as we have.” 

He crossed the room to pick up the phone. “Yes, Batman?” 

The Caped Crusader’s strong assured voice came over the wire, “I 
presume you heard the request number, Commissioner. ‘Smoke Gets 
in Your Eyes.” 

“Yes, I have, Batman. What do you think it means?” 

“Tm not sure. The Joker is being more cryptic than usual.” 

“lve been discussing it with Inspector O’Hara. We think he’s 
going to attempt a robbery with the aid of smoke bombs.” 

“That would be a little too obvious for the Joker, I’m afraid.” 

Commissioner Gordon tried to keep the disappointment out of 
his voice: “Well, then, Batman, what’s your answer?” 

“The Joker will try to match his song clue with a crime, of course 
—although I doubt he’ll use smoke bombs. Commissioner, I’d like 
you to post men on rooftops throughout the city to report any 
suspicious signs.” 

“All right, Batman. How will I reach you if there’s anything to 
report?” 

“Use the regular police frequency to broadcast all reports. I’ll be 
listening.” 

“Very well, Batman.” 

Commissioner Gordon hung up the phone. 

“He didn’t agree with our theory, did he now, Mr. 
Commissioner?” asked Inspector O’Hara. 

“No, he didn’t. But whatever the answer to the Joker’s riddle is, 
Batman and Robin had better catch up with him soon. We can’t 
afford another mistake. The Crime Parade has got to stop!” 

“What can we do to help Batman, Commissioner?” 

“T want a hundred of your best men, O’Hara, posted on rooftops 
throughout the city at strategically located spots. The moment they 
see anything smoking, they’re to let me know at once.” 

Inspector O’Hara looked dubious. “It’s a big city, Mr. 
Commissioner. You’ll get reports on every incinerator, every factory 
furnace, every one-alarm fire.” 


“T know, Inspector. But this is what the Batman asked me to do. 
Do you have a better idea?” 


Inspector O’Hara flushed. “No, sir, that I don’t. Is it a hundred 
men you want, sir? It’s a hundred men you'll have.” 


There was a full moon that night. 


In the ghostly pale radiance the towers of Gotham City stood out 
sharp and clear. 


On a rooftop with a commanding view of the business section of 
the city, Batman and Robin stood guard at a powerful telescope on 
a tripod. Every few minutes they changed the angle of the 
telescope’s vision. Either Batman or Robin was constantly at the 
eyepiece. 

Nearby, on the ledge of the roof, stood a small radio tuned in to 
the police frequency: 

“Officer Templeton reporting. Sighted smoke at the corner of 
Vineland and Roberts Streets. Checked same. Woman burning trash 
in her backyard...” 

“Officer Nelson here. Smoke on Reit Avenue from a burning 
automobile. Conflagration has been extinguished...” 

“Detective Sergeant Andrew Rose. Cause of smoke from a 
building at Alkon Street proved to be a roast beef left too long in 
the oven...” 

On and on went the reports. 

Robin replaced Batman on the telescope. Batman replaced Robin. 
The hour wore on toward eleven. 

Robin said, “Batman, I hate to say it, but I think we’ve missed 
another of the Joker’s song clues.” 

“What makes you think so, Robin?” 

“Pm discouraged. Just listen to all these false alarms being 
checked by the police! And we haven’t noticed any suspicious signs 
of smoke...” 

“I don’t expect any, Robin,” Batman said calmly. 

“You don’t—what?” Robin stared at Batman. “But why all this 
fuss about putting police observers on rooftops? And what are we 
doing up here with this telescope?” 


“The police are stationed out there to give the Joker a false sense 
of security, Robin. If the Joker thinks we’re actually looking for 
some sort of smoke signal to reveal the location of his next crime, 
he may very likely get a little careless. And that may uncover his 
real plan.” 

“Holy firefighters!” Robin exclaimed. “I never thought of that. 
What do you expect his real plan is, Batman?” 

“I wish I could tell you, Robin. All I do know is that the mere 
presence of smoke won’t give it away. The Joker is far too devious a 
scoundrel for—wait a minute!” 

“Did you see anything, Batman?” 

“Its something I don’t see. The last time we looked through the 
telescope at the northeast section of the business district the factory 
chimney was smoking.” 

“Let me see, Batman!” 

Robin took over at the eyepiece of the powerful telescope. 
“You’re right, Batman. We had a report on it at that time. It’s a silk 
warehouse. They were burning the leftover cuttings and 
sweepings.” 

“How long ago was that, Robin?” 

Robin consulted his notebook. 

“I have a report on it here. From Detective Sergeant Andrew 
Rose. Ten forty-seven.” 

“Barely fifteen minutes ago.” 

“That’s right, Batman.” 

“And the police report said the smoke would continue for at least 
two hours. Why has it stopped so suddenly?” 

“Do you think...?” 

“This would be just like the Joker, wouldn’t it? To tip off his 
crime not by a smoke signal—but by the absence of smoke!” 

Robin was already preparing the Batarang. “Let’s get there in a 
hurry, Batman!” 

“Not so fast, Robin. Don’t forget the Batrespirators. The Joker 
also warned us that ‘smoke gets in your eyes.’ And we have learned 
to ignore his warnings only at our peril!” 


Batman and Robin fixed respirators over the lower part of their 


faces. Then the caped duo set out for the silk warehouse about two 
miles distant. They did not waste time descending to the street. 
Instead they took the direct route over the rooftops and the streets. 


Time and again the Batarangs shot out, coiled over an adjoining 
roof or ledge support, then Batman and Robin, supreme acrobats, 
swung on the Batropes high above the street. 


The high-flying shortcut to the warehouse was saving precious 
minutes! 


On the roof of the silk warehouse, a few minutes earlier, the 
Joker had put a daring plot into action. 


At his orders, three of his henchmen took heavy bags of sand and 
dropped them down the stack of the smoking chimney. As the 
sandbags plunged through the stack, the smoke from the chimney 
thinned. 


“Won’t somebody notice when the chimney stops smoking, 
Boss?” 


The Joker whinnied triumphantly. “Haven’t you been listening to 
the police broadcasts? They’re watching for signs of smoke 
appearing—not disappearing! So they won’t think there’s anything 
suspicious about this. The poor dolts!” The smoke from the chimney 
stopped altogether. 


“Shall we put on the oxygen masks now, Boss?” asked a second 
henchman. 


“Plenty of time,” said the confident Joker. “Right now the smoke 
from this choked-up chimney is pouring through the building. And 
the watchmen are trying to get out. There won’t even be time for 
them to turn in an alarm.” 

“Smoke will get in their eyes, eh, Joker? That was a good one.” 

The Joker’s eyes flashed fire. “Good?” 

“I mean great,” the henchman corrected himself hastily. “All your 
ideas are great, Boss. That’s because you’re a genius.” 

“What a nice thing to say, Gorgo. As one devoted to the truth, I 
love to hear it spoken. And it is quite true—I am a genius.” 

The third henchman ventured cautiously, “Shall we put on the 
masks now, Boss? And get started with our business?” 


The Joker yawned. “Ah, yes,” he said. “We might as well. This is 


the part of committing a crime I enjoy the least. It’s so much like 
plain hard work. And it’s really quite boring for a man of my 
brilliance.” 


They put on the oxygen masks and descended into the smoke- 
filled main room of the silk warehouse. Valuable rolls of fabrics 
were stored on shelves and in. huge bolts on the floor. The Joker 
leisurely watched his men pull and haul the goods into position. 


“Shall we start dropping the stuff now, Joker?” one of the men 
asked through the microphone in his mask. 


The room was aboil with acrid black smoke from the chimney, 
and the Joker could hardly see where the man was. 


“Yes,” he said impatiently. “The rest of the boys are waiting 
below to put it into the trucks.” 


“When we open the window, Joker, this smoke will get out. 
Won’t that signal the cops to come here?” 


The Joker rasped irritably, “By the time they get here, we’ll be 
safely gone. I’ve allowed exactly three minutes for this part of the 
operation. Like all my superb crime plans, it’s been timed to the 
fraction of a split second. The nearest police are posted half a mile 
from here. It will take them exactly six minutes from the time they 
first sight the smoke to arrive on the scene. We have a more than 
adequate margin of safety.” 


“You think of everything, Joker. Here we go.” 

One henchman signaled the other, who rolled up the large 
window. 

Black smoke poured out the window. At the same time the men 
dropped the first of the great bolts of silk to the pavement below. 

On the pavement the Joker’s other men scurried to pick up the 
bolts and load them into the waiting trucks. The men working 
below could not even see the window from which the smoke—and 
a fortune in costly fabrics—was emerging. 

So they did not see two caped figures swing in a long daring arc 
from a building opposite into the open window of the warehouse! 

THUD! 

“What was that?” asked the Joker. Then his voice became a 
trumpet of alarm: “BATMAN AND ROBIN!” 


Out of the smoke charged two caped figures. They collided with 


two henchmen carrying a new bolt of silk to the window. 

Down went the men, with the silk. The fabric unrolled and 
billowed out over them like the silken canopy of a parachute 
around a grounded parachutist. 

“HELP!” screamed one of the men from beneath the silken 
prison. 

The Joker did not answer the call for help. He took refuge 
behind the tall wooden shelves in which other bolts of silk were 
stored. 

“A pox on Batman and that cursed brat!” he said. “They’re 
getting too good at detecting my song clues. Well, my men should 
delay them long enough for me to make my own escape. Pll get 
away in one of the trucks waiting below!” 

As the two henchmen tangled in silk tried to extricate 
themselves, Robin planted himself between them. He took their 
heads and expertly banged them into each other. 

The remaining henchman tried to flee, tripped over a bolt of silk, 
and went sprawling. He rolled over on his back and managed to fire 
two quick shots as Batman lunged at him. 

Batman landed heavily on him. A black-gloved fist struck—and 
that was all the henchman remembered. 

Robin called, “The Joker! He’s hiding behind those tall shelves.” 

The Joker cursed fluently. The delay he had counted on had not 
materialized. Batman and Robin had disposed of his men in just a 
few seconds of violent combat. 

The Joker heaved at the shelf between him and Robin as the Boy 
Wonder raced toward him. 

The tall shelf teetered forward. 

“LOOK OUT!” Batman shouted to Robin. But the Boy Wonder, 
eager for battle, hardly noted the danger. 

Batman fired the Batarang. 

A coil of rope swept around Robin—and Batman hauled him 
back with all his power. 

Robin yelled. “Batman! What’re you doing?” 

Robin was pulled off his feet, sliding across the floor. 

In that instant the huge shelving fell with a shattering crash— 


exactly where Robin had been a moment before! Batman quickly 
untied the ropes that bound Robin. 


“T guess I should’ve watched where I was going, eh, Batman?” 


“That’s always a good idea, Robin. If that shelving had landed on 
you, I’d be scraping you up now with a spoon!” 


When Batman had finished freeing Robin he glanced around to 
see what had happened to the Joker. 


The mad jester was poised on the edge of the window. The 
Joker’s long coattails flapped in the breeze from the window as he 
made ready to jump. 


“Farewell, Batman. Until we meet again!” 
The wail of police sirens sounded from the street below. 


Looking down from his window perch, the Joker saw his trucks 
frantically start to pull away from the curb. But police cars were 
already on the scene. Police piled out, guns in hand. 


The trucks screeched to a halt. The Joker’s henchmen stepped 
out of the trucks with their hands high in the air. 


“Up there!” someone cried from the street below. “The Joker 
himself!” 


A police searchlight flashed upward. The Joker’s tall figure was 
framed in the window with smoke still pouring out behind him. 


“Surrender, Joker. Or we’ll shoot!” 


“Oh, drat!” thought the Joker. “My timing was upset by Batman 
and Robin’s arrival. They delayed everything long enough for the 
cops to get here.” 


A warning shot chipped wood from the window above the 
Joker’s head. 


Down below waited certain capture. To remain at the window 
meant certain death. 


The Joker leaped back into the room—to confront Batman and 
Robin! 


“Not leaving after all?” Batman asked sarcastically. 
“I simply can’t tear myself away, Batman,” answered the Joker. 


Batman sprang for him. The Joker tried to fend off the blow, but 
Batman’s rock-hard fist drove home unerringly. 


The impact sent the Joker reeling back to the wall. 


The Joker picked up a chair and threw it desperately. 


Batman ducked beneath it and dived in at the Joker again. His 
left hand dug deep into the Joker’s stomach. The Joker gave a 
wheezing gasp and his hands clawed upward blindly at the 
Batman’s face. 


He tore off the Batrespirator! 
Instantly Batman was choking, his eyes smarting. 


In the acrid stinging smoke, Batman bent to recover the 
respirator. The Joker’s knee flashed upward and caught him on the 
point of the jaw. 


Batman went down heavily. He lay still. 
A furious small figure exploded with savage fury at the Joker. 


Trying vainly to hold off Robin’s attack, the Joker stumbled 
backward and sprawled full length. 


Robin leaped at him. 


The Joker’s agile legs shot up, caught Robin, lifted him, and sent 
him flying across the room. 


Robin was instantly on his feet, ready to do battle again. 
But the Joker had his gun out—and it was aimed not at Robin. 


The Joker was holding the gun tight against the temple of the 
fallen, unconscious Batman! 

“I can’t miss at this range,” the Joker said. “If you move toward 
me, Robin, I will blow out Batman’s brains.” 

Robin halted. Seeing the Boy Wonder’s hesitation, the Joker 
added, “Come now, Robin. You don’t want his blood on your 
conscience, do you?” 

“I wish I had my hands on your throat right this minute, Joker.” 

“Tsk-tsk. What a sadistic idea. However, there’s always hope that 
you may triumph one day, Robin. The question is, will Batman be 
alive to see it?” 

“You know I can’t do anything, Joker. I’m helpless.” 

The Joker grinned widely. “So you are. And so, in point of fact, 
are the police on the street downstairs. While I tie Batman securely 
with some of this silken rope, I would strongly suggest that you 
apprise them of the fact.” 

Robin gritted his teeth. “What do you want me to do, Joker?” 


“Go to that window over there and tell your police friends that 
Batman is my prisoner. Tell them that unless my men and I are 
allowed to go free, Batman will be killed!” 


“T can’t make the police agree to a bargain like that.” 


“You can’t make them do anything, Robin. All you can do is tell 
them the situation. Pll risk what decision they make.” 


“Suppose I do what you ask? Will you agree not to kill Batman 
later?” 


“Why should I want to kill him? He’s much too valuable as a 
hostage.” 


Robin stared at the Joker grimly. “If anything happens to him, 
I'll track you down and make you pay for it if it takes the rest of my 
life.” 

“Let’s not exchange any further pleasantries, Robin. You have my 
promise that Batman will not be harmed. Now, how about your 
informing the police?” 

Robin hesitated for a long moment. Then he said, “All right, P1 
do it.” 

The Joker chuckled. “I rather thought you would, dear boy.” 

The Joker began to bind Batman’s hands behind him. Robin 
crossed the room to the window. It was, the Boy Wonder thought 
grimly, one of the worst moments of his life. He was making a 
bargain with the Joker—archfiend of crime—a bargain that Batman 
himself would never have approved of. 

But there was no choice. 


CHAPTER 7 


In the darkness of the room, broken only by the light of a single 
sputtering candle at a table, Batman made out the grinning 
apparition of the Joker. The Joker was seated opposite him at the 
table. 


Batman struggled to get up. 

“Ah, I’m glad you’re conscious, Batman,” the Joker said. “There’s 
no use struggling or trying to move, I assure you. You’ve been 
bound very securely indeed. Not even you can break out of these 
bonds.” 

“What have you done with Robin?” 

“Robin is safe and sound, I regret to say.” 

“Where am I?” 

“This is a room adjoining my temporary headquarters. You will 
be kept prisoner here for awhile, Batman.” 

“Why bother to keep me prisoner, Joker? You can as easily kill 
me.” 


“You mustn’t tempt me beyond endurance with such a pleasant 
prospect, Batman. After all, ’m only human. But I have good 
reasons for keeping you alive at least for a little while.” 

“Good reasons?” 

The Joker’s grin was a red malicious slash in his chalk-white 
face. “I promised Robin that I would only hold you as a hostage.” 

“T don’t believe you, Joker.” 

The Crime Clown’s upward-curved eyebrows moved still higher. 
“You wound me by saying that, Batman. I swear it’s true. When I 
held a gun to your temple as you lay unconscious, Robin agreed to 
let me get away provided I didn’t kill you. He even talked the police 
into agreeing to it.” 


“I wouldn’t have allowed him to do that.” 


“Probably not,” the Joker agreed. “But you’d be dead now. So 
everything worked out for the best.” 


Batman said grimly, “You can’t fool me, Joker. You’re not 
keeping me alive simply because of a promise you made to Robin.” 


“Why don’t you trust me, Batman?” the Joker asked in an injured 
tone. 


“Only because I know you so well. A broken promise means 
nothing to you, Joker. What’s your real reason?” 


The Joker’s ghastly white face seemed to shine in the 
candlelight. 


“If I killed you now, Batman, you’d die thinking that Robin will 
carry on your work of fighting crime. I intend to deny you even that 
small comfort. Before you die, you’re going to witness the death of 
Robin!” 


“How can you arrange that?” Batman asked. His heart beat 
strongly with fear. He knew the Joker never made idle threats. 


“Oh, by using you to bait the trap. Robin will go anywhere, do 
anything, to find you again. I intend to give him the opportunity he 
craves.” The Joker’s eyes narrowed with evil mirth. “In fact, the last 
thing Robin ever sees on this earth will be you, Batman!” 


Laughter bubbled in the Joker’s throat. He rocked in his chair 
with glee. The sound of his maniacal laughter seemed to fill the 
room, rebounding off the walls, deafening in its hideous din. 


“Hyaaa-hahahahaha-hehehehehe!” 


Meanwhile in Commissioner Gordon’s office, a tense Robin 
listened as Inspector O’Hara reported to the commissioner. 


“Tve had every man in the city on the lookout for the Joker and 
his men, Commissioner. We haven’t found anything that even 
resembled a clue.” 


“We’ve got to find him!” Commissioner Gordon said. “Every hour 
that goes by means Batman’s chances of survival are growing 
dimmer.” 

“PII cancel all leaves,” Inspector O’Hara said. “We’ll go through 


all known criminal haunts with a fine-tooth comb. If we even find 
one of his men, we can bring him in for questioning and...” 


“We'll never locate the Joker that way,” Robin interrupted. “He’s 
too clever to be caught in the ordinary fashion.” 


Commissioner Gordon’s face was gray with fatigue. “How can we 
find him, Robin? Do you have any ideas? 


Robin said, “The Tune Parade.” 


Commissioner Gordon said blankly, “What about it? That’s just a 
musical program on the radio. Surely you don’t suspect that the disc 
jockey Vance Jennings has any part in this?” 


“No—the Tune Parade is an honest program. Vance Jennings 
conducts a legitimate poll of his listeners to decide the top request 
tune. But how is that poll conducted, Commissioner? 


“I imagine Vance Jennings counts the letters he receives. The 
song with the greatest number of requests is the one he plays. 


“Exactly. So the Joker must be fixing the selection by having his 
thugs write hundreds of request letters.” 


Commissioner Gordon’s face brightened with hope. “You mean 
the Joker makes sure, in advance, that the song clue will fit the 
crime?” Commissioner Gordon brought the palm of his hand down 
flat on the desk. “Of course! I should have thought of that. It’s the 
only way it could be done!” 


“We may be able to trace the letters,” Robin said. “I suggest we 
pay a visit to the Gotham City post office. Someone there might be 
able to tell us from which station a large batch of letters has been 
mailed daily to the Tune Parade!” 


Commissioner Gordon was up from his desk before Robin had 
finished speaking. He grabbed his hat. 


“That’s the first constructive suggestion I’ve heard. Come on! 
We’ve no time to waste!” 


Later, in separate rooms at the post office, Commissioner 
Gordon, Inspector O’Hara, and Robin, the Boy Wonder, questioned 
postmen as they returned from their rounds. 

Robin was alone in a small cubicle of an office. At shortly past 
four o’clock, the door opened and still another postman entered. He 
was a surly-looking man whose gray uniform was wrinkled and 
stained with perspiration. 


“The postmaster said you wanted to see me,” the man said to 


Robin. 
“What part of the city do you cover, sir?” 
“The Water Street station.” 


Robin’s interest quickened slightly. Water Street was in a section 
of the city notorious for its underworld hideouts. 


“Have you noticed an unusual amount of mail being sent from 
any particular post office box in that region?” 


The surly-looking postman said: “There’s always plenty of mail. 
People will write letters, you know.” 


“This mail would be different,” Robin said patiently. “The heavy 
volume would have occurred only in the last few days. Almost all of 
the new letters would have been addressed to the Tune Parade 
program on radio.” 


The surly postman shifted slightly in his chair. “Funny you 
should mention that. The last few days I have picked up a big batch 
of letters like that. All mailed from a single box at Water Street and 
Granite Avenue.” 


Robin could barely contain his excitement. But all he said was, 
“Thank you. I’d like to make one request. Don’t mention to anyone 
that we had this conversation.” 


The postman shrugged. “Why should I? I don’t understand what 
it’s all about, anyhow.” 


Robin went to the door of the small office with the postman. 


“This is a routine investigation. But it is important that no word 
leak out. We intend to keep a special watch on that mailbox.” 


“You don’t have to worry about me telling anyone. I mind my 
own business. Things are tough enough without trying to borrow 
anybody else’s trouble,” the man said sullenly. 


“Well,” Robin thought, “things are bound to be unpleasant for 
anyone with a disposition like yours.” But he said nothing more as 
he watched the postman go off down the marble corridor of the 
post office building. Robin hurried in the other direction to inform 
Commissioner Gordon and Inspector O’Hara that there was no 
further need to question anyone. 


They had found what they were looking for. 


If Robin had followed the surly postman, though, he would have 


been surprised to note that as soon as the surly fellow left the post 
office building he went directly to a public telephone booth and 
dialed a number. After a moment, he said, “This is Frank Moro, 
Boss. I just finished talking with Robin, the Boy Wonder. Just like 
you said, he wanted to know about mail being delivered to the 
Tune Parade program.” 

“T rather thought he’d get around to that angle about now. Good. 
Did you tell him the story we agreed on?” 

“Right. He’s going to keep a check on the Water Street mailbox. I 
guess he won’t find anything mailed there from now on, eh?” 

“On the contrary. Tonight at the usual time we will mail another 
batch of letters at that mailbox. And the man who mails them will 
be someone that Robin knows is working for me.” 

Frank Moro said in a puzzled tone, “But, Boss, that’s just asking 
for trouble. I mean, if Robin follows the guy...” 

Over the phone wires trilled the high hysterical laugh of—the 
Joker. 

“That’s just what I expect him to do! The Boy Wonder will walk 
right into the dandy little trap lve prepared for him!” 


Shortly before midnight, a man sidled up to the mailbox at the 
comer of Water Street and Granite Avenue. He was carrying a large 
satchel full of letters. As he emptied the letters into the box, he cast 
furtive glances over his shoulder to be sure no one was watching 
him. 

Not far distant, someone was watching. Hidden behind a comer 
of a building, Robin, the Boy Wonder, was standing guard with 
Commissioner Gordon. 

“Do you recognize that man, Inspector?” 

“Scotty Tucker. He’s one of the Joker’s thugs.” 

“Correct. And he’s mailing a lot of letters.” 

“Shall I arrest him now, Robin?” 

“That would be a mistake, Commissioner. Scotty would never tell 
you where the Joker is. He’s much too afraid of the Joker to betray 
him.” 

“What shall we do, then?” 

“Follow him. He has to return to the Joker’s headquarters. And 


that’s probably where Batman is being held a prisoner.” 


“A good idea, Robin. I’ll detail some of my best men to shadow 
him and—” 


“Scotty Tucker might see them and realize he’s being followed. 
This is one job I must handle completely alone.” 


“It’s too dangerous, Robin. You can’t go up against the Joker and 
his men alone.” 


“PIL be careful, Commissioner. And I won’t be alone. Batman will 
be with me as soon as I can free him.” 


“Yes. Yes, of course. I’d forgotten that.” 


Commissioner Gordon had not forgotten. It just seemed to him 
that, after so much time in the Joker’s hands, there was a very good 
chance Batman was no longer alive. 


Scotty Tucker returned toward the secret hideout of the Joker. 
Following a trail through narrow streets and _ criss-crossing 
alleyways, Scotty could have sworn that he was alone. 

But above him, in the darkness, he was being trailed by a grim 
pursuing shadow. 

Robin—the Boy Wonder! 

At the entrance to an abandoned factory building, Scotty Tucker 
paused to look carefully about him. No one was in sight. Only a 
stray alley cat prowled the rusting debris of this long-forgotten site. 

Scotty reached up to pull a loose board down beside the entrance 
to the factory. 

There was a humming noise. The rusted metal of the overhead 
door slid smoothly upward to reveal a stairway leading to the 
second floor of the factory building where the windows were 
painted over with black paint. 

Scotty entered the building. Moments later, the rusted overhead 
door slid smoothly back into position. 

On the second floor landing, in a lushly furnished office, the 
Joker whirled as the door opened and Scotty Tucker entered. 


“Well?” the Joker demanded. 


Scotty shrugged. “Nothing happened, Boss. I mailed the letters 
like you said. But there was nobody around to see me do it. And 


nobody followed me here.” 

The Joker snarled. “Are you sure of that, Scotty?” 

“I been in this business a long time, Boss. Nobody could’ve 
followed me without me knowing it.” 

On the wall, a small control box began to jangle softly. 

“What’s that, Boss?” Scotty Tucker asked. 

The Joker rubbed his hands together with satisfaction. 

“So no one was following you, eh, Scotty? That alarm box 
doesn’t agree. It just gave a signal that someone is on the roof of 
this building at this very moment! I’m willing to lay odds that the 
intruder is none other than—Robin, the Boy Wonder!” 

The Joker was right. 

Robin, after some difficulty, had succeeded at last in prying up 
the cover to a ventilator shaft on the roof. 

“Scotty Tucker went into this building,” Robin thought. “So the 
Joker’s hideout must be here.” 


Carefully, Robin eased his body into the shaft. It was a close fit. 
But the Boy Wonder was able to work his way cautiously along the 
shaft to emerge into a narrow area that served as a kind of attic 
beneath the factory roof. He searched the dusty floor until he found 
a trapdoor. 


Bending down, he listened at the trapdoor for a full minute. No 
sound came from below. 


Using all his strength, Robin pried up the lid of the trapdoor. 
There was a little squeaking sound. 


With the trapdoor open, Robin was able to look down into the 
room below. 


What Robin saw in that room caused his breath to tighten in his 
throat. 


In a chair against the wall, tightly bound and gagged, was 
Batman! 


Robin could barely restrain himself from leaping down into the 
room. But a sense of caution deterred him. He made a careful 
survey of the room below him. 


Then he saw the Joker. 
There was no mistaking the Joker—even from behind. The 


familiar green shock of hair flowed back and down his neck, and 
the coattails of his maroon-colored frock coat spread out over the 
seat. He sat at a desk confronting the bound figure of Batman. 


Suddenly Batman’s eyes turned upward to see Robin. 


In that last moment, as Robin sprang for the Joker, it occurred to 
him that Batman’s eyes seemed to hold an agonized glance—of 
warning. But Robin was already in mid-flight. 


He crashed into the seated figure of the Joker. 


In that split second, the Boy Wonder’s superquick reflexes flashed 
their danger signal. 


This was not the Joker at all. It was a dummy! 


In the next split second, Robin realized that the dummy had set 
off an ingenious and diabolical trap. 


The floor beneath the desk swung down. The desk and the 
dummy Joker remained bolted in position on the floor. 


But Robin plunged through, into the blackness! Then the floor 
swung back into position. 


From a far door to the room the real Joker emerged. He was in a 
triumphant mood. 


“My dummy trap caught Robin! And you, Batman, were forced to 
watch it happen. Oh, what exquisite torture it must have been!” 


Only the tense straining of Batman’s muscles against his bonds 
proved that he heard the Joker’s taunt. 


The Joker laughed. “Hyaa-ha-ha! Perhaps you think your little 
friend will survive my trap, Batman. Well, he can’t. I was saving the 
cream of the jest to tell you later. Robin is already dead. 
Thoroughly and quite untraceably murdered!” 


The chair in which Batman sat creaked with his terrible effort to 
move. But the chair legs were bolted firmly to the floor. 


The Joker’s laughter grew shriller. 


“Just five feet below this floor is a pool of carbolic acid. The 
moment Robin went through the floor he plunged into the pool. 
Hyaa-ha-ha-ha! Your young comrade-in-arms is nothing but a 
memory. Not a hank of his hair remains. He-he-he-he-he! He’s 
completely dissolved into his original atoms!” 


CHAPTER 8 


John Whiting stared at the bound, captive figure of Batman with 
unbelieving eyes. Then he turned to the chalk-faced clown beside 
him. 

“Joker,” he said, “this proves that you’re the greatest of them all. 
I never thought Pd see this day.” 


The Joker made a slight ironic bow. “I appreciate the 
compliment, Mr. Whiting—although I must admit it is well 
deserved.” 


“TIl tell the committee about it. After that, the voting of the 
Tommy Award to you will be a mere formality. I don’t imagine 
even the Penguin and the Catwoman would challenge your right to 
it.” 

“They can hardly do so, anyway, Mr. Whiting, since both of them 
are in jail.” 

John Whiting said, “I’m eager to be an eyewitness to Batman’s 
death. Why not get started right away, Joker?” 

“T intend to.” 

“Will you shoot him?” 

“Nothing so crude.” The Joker sniffed disdainfully. 

“Poison him?” 

“Much too mundane.” 

John Whiting’s eyes gleamed. “I know. You’re going to dissolve 
him in the same carbolic acid bath that destroyed Robin?” 

“Not at all.” 

John Whiting’s manner became deferential. “Have you thought 
of something more spectacular?” 


The Joker clasped his long fingers together. “I’ve planned an 
appropriate finish for Batman. Something really worthy of such an 


event. He will perish in the greatest pyrotechnic display of all time. 
Wreathed in a coronet of lightning! Surrounded in electrical fires! 
Incinerated by the most grandiose form of electrocution ever 
conceived!” 


John Whiting asked, “Is it some device you’ve built especially for 
the purpose? Where is it?” 


“At the Hall of Wonders,” the Joker replied. 


John Whiting was puzzled. “The Hall of Wonders? The scientific 
exhibition that’s being put on by all the electrical companies of 
America?” 


“Precisely. The most amazing of all the exhibits is the one in 
which a lightning storm is artificially created. That’s the spot I’ve 
chosen for Batman to make his never-to-be-forgotten exit from this 
planet. He’ll be tied to one of the gigantic electrodes—and when the 
lightning starts to flash, Batman will die!” 


John Whiting forced an admiring smile. “It sounds brilliant, 
Joker. But wouldn’t it be easier just to get rid of Batman now— 
while he’s helpless and your prisoner?” 


The Joker touched the outspread wings of his collar with 
irritation. 


“The Joker never does anything the easy way, Mr. Whiting. I am 
not one of your ordinary criminals. My genius for crime is such that 
I choose to perform the impossible. Who else but the Joker would 
have informed Batman and Robin through the Tune Parade of 
exactly what he proposed to do—and then have gone ahead and 
done it?” 

“Tm not questioning your genius, Joker. But...” 


The Joker’s tone sharpened. “No buts! Batman is my prisoner. I 
decide which way he shall die. As for you, Mr. Whiting...” the 
Joker’s coal-black eyes sparked malignantly “...all you have to do is 
inform the Committee of Ten that I am ready to accept the Tommy 
Award. Let them designate the place and time.” 

John Whiting stood up. “Pll inform you as soon as the 
arrangements have been made, Joker,” he replied somewhat coldly. 
“T wish I could witness Batman’s demise. But I have a lot to do in 
order to gather the committee together.” 


“I understand perfectly,” the Joker said. “But PII let you know 


when the Batman is officially dead. Just dial the Tune Parade 
program this afternoon.” 


“You mean there will be an official announcement?” John 
Whiting asked incredulously. 


“In a manner of speaking. You see, I’ve arranged for the top 
request tune to be ‘Stormy Weather.’ Hee-hee-heee! ‘Stormy 
Weather’—to report that Batman died in the withering blast of an 
electrical storm! Don’t you think that’s an appropriate touch?” 


John Whiting swallowed nervously. Sooner or later it occurred to 
anyone who dealt with the Joker that he was indeed a madman— 
and at this moment the thought came forcibly home to John 
Whiting. He decided the safest course was to placate him. 


“That’s very ingenious, Joker,” John Whiting said. “When the 
request number is played, it will be the official word that Batman is 
dead.” 


The Joker lifted his arms in exultation. “What a finish! Only I 
could think of such a magnificent death. What a tribute it will be, 
both to Batman—and to ME!” 

And what of Batman himself? Helplessly bound to his chair, 
Batman hardly heard the pronouncement of his doom. Ordinarily, 
Batman would have been busily trying to devise means of escape 
from what appeared to be a hopeless dilemma. But his senses were 
too numbed with despair to be fully alert to his predicament. 

From the moment Batman had seen Robin plunge through the 
floor to hideous death, nothing else had seemed important to him. 


Not even the chances of his own survival. 


Batman was still in a stunned condition when the Joker’s black 
limousine pulled up in front of the Hall of Wonders. 

Scotty Tucker, who was driving, indicated Batman seated in the 
back between two of the Joker’s henchmen. 

“Did you slip him a drug or something, Boss?” he asked of the 
Joker seated beside him in the front seat. “He doesn’t seem to know 
what’s going on.” 

The Joker chuckled. “He’s depressed, Scotty, that’s all. Wouldn’t 
you be depressed—facing the fate that awaits Batman?” 


“I guess I would, Boss. But I never thought he’d act like this. I 


always thought he had more guts.” 


“Batman’s always seemed brave because he’s always been on the 
winning side, Scotty. You can’t tell what a man’s really like when 
he’s a winner. I’ve seen this sort of thing happen before. Someone 
who’s been used to having things his own way suddenly discovers 
that his luck has run out—permanently. And he can’t stand it.” 


Batman did not look up. Head bowed, he did not seem aware of 
the bonds that bit deeply into his shoulders and arms or of the guns 
which the two men guarding him on either side held tightly pressed 
against him. 

When the time came, he left the car meekly and followed the 
Joker and his men into the Hall of Wonders—the place appointed 
for his execution. 


Inside the towering auditorium, there was a strange and 
awesome sight. Within high walls of protective metal netting, on an 
island platform, stood a giant dynamo and two fortyfoot-high 
electrodes. A short flight of stairs led to the oddly shaped platform 
on which the giant electrical apparatus was located. 


“T trust,” said the Joker, “that my orders have been obeyed. 
There must be no chance that we will be interrupted.” 


“We did everything like you said, Boss. We caused a power 
breakdown in the underground cable near the Verona Street station. 
That’s keeping the electric company’s engineers busy. And we 
posted signs that the exhibit is shut down for repairs—so there 
won’t be any visitors.” 


“What about the watchmen?” 
“They’re locked up in the administrative office right now, Boss.” 


“Fine,” said the Joker. “Then we will proceed with the execution 
as scheduled. Put Batman at the top of the negative electrode over 
there—in an exposed position where the first bolt of artificial 
lightning will strike right into his body.” 


Unresisting, Batman was led past the protective netting and up 
the stairs to the platform where the giant electrodes were situated. 
A ladder had already been placed in position against the high 
ridged cathode, or negative electrode. The zinc tower ended in a 
short post topped with a large round metal ball. Under the watchful 
guns of the Joker’s men, Batman was forced to ascend the ladder to 


the top level of the highest ridge of the cathode, some forty feet 
above the platform itself. 


Batman moved like a man in a trance. At the top he stepped off 
the ladder and stood still, while Scotty Tucker and another of the 
Joker’s henchmen bound him to the post that supported the huge 
ball overhead. 


“You got any last words, Batman?” Scotty asked when he had 
finished. “Now’s the time to say them.” 


Batman’s eyes were distant, and sad. He merely shook his head. 


Scotty and his fellow henchman began to descend the ladder, 
leaving Batman alone on his unprotected height. 


Scotty said, “He sure is taking this lying down. Batman’s a real 
spineless jellyfish!” 

“The Joker had his number all along,” said the other. 

“Yeah. I guess he did.” 


Scotty and the other henchman joined the Joker in position 
behind the safety of the high wire netting. 


The Joker gave a signal to another henchman waiting at the 
controls. 


“All right,” he said. “Throw the switch.” 


The giant room began to hum with droning electrical power. As 
the dynamo fed the positive electrode, the copper tower began to 
spark and crackle with flashes from its increasing electrical 
potential. As soon as the charge built to a sufficient degree there 
would be a release of energy—a flash of terrible destroying 
lightning across from the positive electrode to the negative one. The 
principle was the same as that which created nature’s own 
lightning: a discharge of electrical energy from a cloud with a high 
electrical potential to another cloud or to the earth. 


Nearer and nearer came the moment. In less than a minute an 
awesome and terrible discharge of power would rend its way 
through the room—and shrivel Batman to a lifeless cinder! The 
Joker’s white face shone in the reflected glow as the electrical 
charge built up. His wide lips parted over prominent square teeth 
and his eyes reflected the small curving, dancing, jagged flashes 
that began arcing about the giant positive electrode a short distance 
from the Batman. 


Some of the crackling power in the room seemed to enter the 
Joker’s own body—stiffening it with excitement. 


And why not? He was on the eve of the greatest moment of his 
career—a moment he would cherish for the rest of his nefarious life. 


In seconds the Joker’s dream would be realized. 
He would witness the death of Batman! 


On the top ridge of the negative electrode, Batman became 
slowly aware of his danger. He raised his head and looked around 
him. For the first time he understood the terrible fate that awaited 
him. He struggled against his bonds. 


Too late! He was held fast. The doom the Joker had prepared 
was now only a few heartbeats away. 


The Joker’s laugh rang out. It was savage anticipatory laughter— 
meant to join in and be drowned out by the cataclysmic roar of the 
lightning. 

“Hyaaa-ha-ha-ha-ha!” 

Nothing happened. The Joker’s laughter continued, echoing with 
an empty sound in the abandoned auditorium. 

All other noise had stopped. 

Then the Joker’s laughter ceased. He whirled on Scotty Tucker. 


“The dynamo isn’t building up energy in the electrode. What’s 
wrong?” 


“I dunno, Boss!” 


“Get up to the control booth. Find out! If that dolt up there lets 
anything happen to spoil my big moment...” 


Scotty started up toward the control booth, climbing hand over 
hand up the ladder toward it. 


Before he reached the booth, a flashing figure catapulted down, 
carrying Scotty Tucker with him. 


They crashed heavily to the flooring below, Scotty on the 
bottom. The impact knocked him cold. 


The Joker’s incredulous voice rang with alarm. 
“ROBIN!” 

“In person,” Robin said. 

He vaulted over a table to crash feet-first into the Joker. 


The Crime Clown went reeling back to the protective wire 
netting. 

“Shoot him!” the Joker yelled. “Shoot, you fools!” 

The Joker’s henchmen opened fire. Shots crashed through the air 
and the echoes reverberated in the huge auditorium. But Robin was 
a quickly moving target. Before anyone realized what was 
happening, he was on the platform, scaling the zinc tower to where 
Batman was bound. 

“Don’t let him reach Batman,” the Joker shouted. “KITLL HIM!” 

Up the forty-foot height of the electrode went the Boy Wonder. 
Batman watched him approach with unbelieving eyes. Not until he 
felt Robin’s hands at work on his bonds did he seem to realize this 
was really the Boy Wonder. 

“Robin,” he whispered. “You’re alive.” 

“Neither of us will be for long, Batman,” Robin said, “unless we 
get out of the line of fire.” 

A bullet ricocheted off the zinc side of the electrode and whined 
off into space. 

Batman said, “How did you manage to do it? I thought you 
were...” 

WHANG-SPAT! 

Another bullet kicked paint off the post near the spot where 
Batman had been bound. 

“T think explanations ought to come later, don’t you, Batman?” 
Robin inquired. 

Batman laughed, and his voice had its old thrilling note of 
authority. “Get back behind the tower, Robin! Quickly!” 

The Joker and his henchmen kept blasting away, but for the 
moment Batman and Robin were safe—hidden behind the giant 
cathode tower. 

“Around this way,” the Joker commanded his men. “We’ll get a 
better line of fire.” 

He crossed to a better vantage point at the wire protective 
netting. From this angle he could see the other side of the electrode. 

The Joker gave a start. 

“Where are they?” 


Neither Batman nor Robin were visible on the far side. 

“They couldn’t have disappeared into thin air,” the Joker said. 

His answer came unexpectedly—from thin air. 

“Who says we can’t?” 

Swinging on the Batropes, Batman and Robin plummeted directly 
down toward the wire netting behind which the Joker and his men 
were stationed. 

“Now’s the time for a little action,” Batman called out. 

The Joker and his men began to run. 

The momentum of Batman and Robin’s plunge carried them into 
the top of the wire netting. The poles swayed, and then began to 
topple, carrying the netting with them. 

“LOOK OUT!” yelled the Joker. 

The entire netting came down—on top of the Joker’s men who 


were pinned beneath it. The Joker scrambled free. Batman and 
Robin landed lightly on their feet nearby. 


The Joker flung his gun at Batman. The next instant Batman’s 
thundering fist turned him completely around in his tracks and 
dropped him senseless. 


“Shall we wrap the others up now, Batman?” Robin asked with a 
grin. 

Batman turned to Robin to answer, and for a moment he could 
not speak. He reached out to touch Robin’s arm—just touch it. 
There was a mistiness in his eyes. 


Then he managed to match Robin’s grin. “With a pink or a blue 
ribbon?” he asked. 


Dick Grayson did a double backflip through the air. 


His small, muscular, compact body rolled up like a ball as he 
whirled backward heels over head, somersaulting without touching 
the ground. 

At the final instant when Dick should have straightened to land 
on his feet he performed an amazing feet of gymnastics. 

Instead of coming out of the backflip to land on his feet he made 
his body as horizontally rigid as a board. And he passed right under 
the leaf of a long table in the library of Wayne Manor. 


As his body passed beneath the tabletop, his fingers reached up 
to grip the table edge and he hung suspended there. 


Bruce Wayne broke into applause. 


“That’s the best gymnast’s trick I’ve seen in some time,” he said. 
“Where did you learn it, Dick? I never taught that one to you.” 


Dick stood up, smiling. “It’s something I just picked up.” 
“When?” 


“T can tell you the instant I mastered it, Bruce. Approximately 
two seconds after I jumped down so recklessly on the dummy I 
thought was the Joker.” 


Alfred, the butler, who had been listening with Bruce Wayne, 
looked mildly astonished. 


“Master Grayson, what a curious time to practice gymnast’s 
tricks!” 


“T wasn’t practicing,” Dick said. “As a matter of fact, Alfred, this 
was a matter of life—and death. When I touched that Joker dummy, 
I knew Id been tricked. I was ready for almost anything to follow. I 
wasn’t surprised when the floor gave way under me.” 


“What did you do, Master Grayson?” 


“I knew that whatever was down in that hole wasn’t there to do 
me any good. So I flung myself into the backflip just as I went down 
in it. I straightened out below the floor as it came down over me 
and caught hold of the edge with my fingers. 


Then I hung on. There was enough of a crack at the edge of that 
fake flooring for me to get a grip. And the rug that the Joker used 
to cover the trapdoor helped too. It concealed the grip I had on the 
edge of the flooring.” 


“How did you get out of there, Dick?” Bruce Wayne asked. 


“T hung on for a few minutes until my eyes adjusted and I saw 
the vat of liquid below me. I didn’t know what it was, but to test it I 
dropped a metal buckle from my utility belt into it. The buckle 
disappeared with a little hiss and that gave me a good idea of what 
would happen to me if I happened to drop in. So I moved carefully 
until I found the edge of the vat with my feet. Then I circled on the 
rim until I found a board in the wall that could be worked loose. 
After that, it was easy. I made a space big enough for me—and 
closed it up behind me when I left.” 


“And the Joker thought you’d been dissolved in the carbolic acid 
vat,” Bruce Wayne said quietly. 


Dick shivered. “I hate to think of how nearly right he was.” 


“Pardon me, sir,” Alfred said. “I don’t like to interfere, but there 
is something I think you should hear.” 


Alfred turned on the radio. In a moment the voice of Vance 
Jennings, disc jockey of the Tune Parade program, came on: 


“And here is your top request number for today, folks. The tune 
most of you have asked to hear is—‘Stormy Weather.’”” 


As the first strains of the melody came over the radio, Bruce 
Wayne and Dick Grayson began to laugh. 


Alfred permitted himself a slight frosty chuckle. “Rather fitting, 
don’t you think, sir? It would be quite accurate to predict ‘Stormy 
Weather’ for the Joker from now on!” 


John Whiting turned off the radio with an angry snap of the dial. 
He turned to the other men gathered in the room. 


“That’s the message the Joker said would mean Batman was 
dead,” John Whiting said. 


Everyone was looking at him. 


He picked up a newspaper from the table and flung it down. “But 
we know better! The newspapers tell the real story. The Joker and 
all his men have been captured. Batman and Robin are very much 
alive!” 


As though John Whiting’s words had touched a switch, everyone 
transferred his gaze to the crumpled newspaper with its staring 
black headline: “JOKER CAPTURED!” 


The effect was all that Batman and Robin could have wished for 
if they had been present at this meeting of the underworld’s 
Committee of Ten. The reaction could hardly have been improved 
upon. “Stunned” was an inadequate word to describe their mental 
state; “despair” might have been nearer to it. 

John Whiting summoned their attention by slamming his fist 
down on the tabletop. The diamond ring on his hand glittered. 

He thundered, “We’re all going to face the facts, whether we like 
it or not. All three of our candidates for the Tommy Award have 
been captured and are in prison. Therefore, I see no point in 


conducting this meeting any longer. Does anyone disagree?” 
There was no sign of disagreement. 


“Very well,” John Whiting said, “the motion is carried 
unanimously. There will be no Tommy Award. This meeting is 
adjourned and—” 


A black object sprang to the table near the place where John 
Whiting’s hand rested. 


The black object snarled, hunched its back, spat. 

“A cat!” shouted someone near the table. 

“A black cat!” 

John Whiting stared at the hunched, snarling cat on the table— 
its eyes gleaming with emerald hate. 

“A black cat,” he said. “That’s the symbol of...” 

The sentence was finished by the tall, striking figure who 
appeared in the doorway. 

“,.the Catwoman!” she said. 


CHAPTER 9 


Suddenly there was an exclamation of fear from Shotgun Simmons, 
one of the Committee of Ten. 


“She’s supposed to be in prison. Maybe she made a deal with the 
cops! Maybe she’s double-crossing us!” 


The Catwoman’s eyes were cold as green ice: “Is someone in this 
room accusing me? Let him come forward.” 


There was no movement from the men in the room. Shotgun 
Simmons moved slightly back into the crowd. 


The Catwoman’s voice was a hiss: “My claws can deal out the 
same punishment to any of you that I gave to the guard at the 
prison wall. The poor fellow tried to stop me. One quick rake of 
these...” the Catwoman’s claws unsheathed and made a savage 
downthrust, “...and he regretted his mistake.” 


John Whiting said, “So you escaped, Catwoman. I congratulate 
you. But I’m afraid that you’ve arrived too late to compete for the 
Tommy Award.” 


The Catwoman’s hand gestured to her cat Hecate. In a single 
bound, the slinky black animal leaped to her shoulder and crouched 
there, regarding the men in the room with beady-eyed malevolence. 


“Too late?” the Catwoman asked. 


“Pm sorry, Catwoman,” John Whiting said. “Since our erstwhile 
colleagues—the Joker and the Penguin—have both come to grief, 
we of the committee have called off the contest. Any further 
attempts to defeat Batman and Robin may very well end in failure, 
if not total disaster. There’s no use looking for trouble.” 


“I quite agree.” The Catwoman stroked the fur of Hecate, 
perched on her shoulder. “Therefore, I hope all of you will be wise 
enough not to look for trouble—with me!” 


John Whiting answered firmly, “We have agreed by unanimous 
vote not to make the Tommy Award to anyone this year.” 


“Without giving me a chance?” Catwoman inquired in her silkiest 
tone. 


“If the Penguin failed,” Oliver Therry, the British representative 
on the committee said, “and the Joker as well, I fail to see why you 
should fare differently, Catwoman.” 


“Pll give you at least one reason,” the Catwoman answered. “The 
Penguin and the Joker are fools—and I am not. I know how to deal 
with Batman. My feminine intuition is sharper than his masculine 
intelligence.” 


“You will have to persuade me,” Oliver Therry said, “that you 
are cleverer than the Penguin.” 


“T shall,” the Catwoman sneered. 


“Pm afraid not, Catwoman,” John Whiting said. “We all feel 
lucky to have escaped thus far ourselves. As it is, we had a mighty 
close call on the yacht. And I, for one, lost my respectable front 
when my pipe-organ manufacturing plant was uncovered. Others 
among us have lost dear comrades who were captured while 
fighting beside the Joker and the Penguin. We don’t intend to risk 
any more such losses. We’re smart enough to know when to quit.” 


“If the Penguin had known that, he might be here today,” 


Oliver Therry said. “What makes you so sure you can do better 
than he?” 


The Catwoman’s tone was scathing. “His bird-crimes are juvenile 
escapades. His umbrellas are highly unreliable, often spur-of-the- 
moment devices. My cat-crimes are boldly conceived and 
thoroughly engineered. Nothing is left to chance.” 


Francois, the French leader, replied, “Ze Joker is ver-—what you 
call?—thorough also. But hees attempt to defeat ze Batman also has 
fail’.” 

“The Joker is a mad egotist,” retorted Catwoman. “I will riddle 
Batman no riddles. But I do have a scheme to prove once and for all 
that I am the world’s greatest artist in crime.” 

John Whiting said dubiously, “I wish I could go along with you, 
Catwoman. I really do. But this meeting has been officially 
adjourned. And no award will be—” 


The Catwoman drew a short, strange-looking whip from her belt 
and in a slashing motion lashed out. The whip struck Whiting right 
across the cheek. 


He screamed with pain and grabbed his face. 


“Ah, you don’t like the taste of my cat-o’-nine-tails. You’ll get 
worse than that, John Whiting, if you try to dictate to me.” 


Oliver Therry said, “My dear Catwoman, you must be sensible 
and—EEEOW!” 


The cat-o’-nine-tails had struck again. Welts appeared on Oliver 
Therry’s face and neck. He cowered back. 


Francois snarled. He drew a stiletto from his shoulder sheath. But 
before he could raise it, the black cat Hecate leaped from 
Catwoman’s shoulder, hissing and screeching. The cat’s claws raked 
Francois’s eyes as he staggered back, yelling. 


“Sacre Dieu! Take eet away!” 


The stiletto clattered to the floor, then Hecate leapt down from 
Francois and with an insolent swagger went back to the Catwoman. 


She glanced about her imperiously. 

“Are there others who would care to challenge me?” 

Seven craven heads shook in seven craven denials. 

“Very well, then,” said the Catwoman. “It is the judgment of the 
Committee of Ten that I will get my chance to defeat Batman and 
Robin?” 

Seven heads nodded in agreement. 

Catwoman looked to where John Whiting, Oliver Therry, and 
Francois were sullenly nursing their wounds. 

“T prefer unanimity,” the Catwoman said. “I hate dissenters. How 
do you three gentlemen feel about it?” 

John Whiting said, “There should be a vote of the committee.” 

“The voting will take place now.” The Catwoman’s cat-o’nine- 
tails cracked sharply against the floor. “I want the vote to be 
unanimous, gentlemen.” 

Oliver Therry said, “This isn’t the democratic way. It’s coercion. 
It’s blackmail!” 

The Catwoman smiled. “Like most women I am used to having 
my way. I have a whim of iron. And it is my whim that the vote in 


support of me shall be unanimous.” Her voice sharpened to a knife’s 
edge. “Of course, the dead cannot vote. If necessary, I can get a 
unanimous vote—from the seven survivors.” 


Francois’s eyes widened. “I weel vote weeth you.” 


“On further consideration,” said Oliver Therry nervously, “so will 
J.” 


John Whiting’s gaze met the Catwoman’s for a moment. 


Then he faltered and looked down. His voice was hardly audible 
as he said, “All right. Pll go along with the others.” 


Dinner at John Ross’s home was a bore. Bruce Wayne had never 
liked formal dinners at rich men’s homes. He just didn’t like sitting 
about in a dinner jacket and making forced conversation. 


This party was made even less endurable by the fact that John 
Ross, his host, was obviously intent on doing business with Bruce 
Wayne. This became unmistakably clear shortly after dinner was 
over when, over brandy and cigars, John Ross cornered Bruce 
Wayne in the library. 


“You ought to consider buying these oil leases, Bruce. For one 
thing, you’ve got the money to develop them properly. I haven't. 
My capital is all tied up in real estate.” 


Bruce Wayne said languidly, “John, I try not to bother my head 
too much with business affairs. I leave that to my lawyers and 
accountants.” 


“Well, it’s time you did bother about business a little. You’re a 
young man, and you have a responsibility. You can’t just idle your 
time away with your books and hobbies.” 


“T don’t see why not. I have enough money. I don’t have to work. 
Why should I take a job away from some poor devil who needs it?” 


“Pm not talking about that sort of work,” John Ross answered 
snappishly. He was a dark, small man, with slightly yellowing teeth 
and an intense manner. “But you inherited a considerable fortune. 
It’s your duty to build it up—invest the money properly.” 


“Pm quite satisfied, John, with the way my business affairs are 
being handled. My lawyers and accountants are better prepared 
than I am to deal with them. I—uh—prefer to devote my time to 
other pursuits.” 


“Then you won’t fly up with me tomorrow to see the property on 
which I hold the oil leases? It’s in Canada.” 


“Tm afraid not, John. I’m sorry.” 


John Ross sat back in his chair. “Well,” he said with a dry 
chuckle, “it may be just as well. As long as you’re not coming, I can 
tell you it might have been a dangerous journey.” 


Bruce Wayne patted a yawn. “Come now, John. A routine flight 
to Canada to examine some properties hardly belongs under the 
heading of a dangerous escapade.” 


“Ordinarily, I suppose not. But I have some other business to 
transact while I’m up there. I’m closing a most important deal—for 
cash—and I’m taking the cash with me.” 


“If you’re worried about being robbed, John, you can always 
take precautions.” 


“Against black cats?” John Ross asked. 
Bruce Wayne sat up suddenly. 


John Ross smiled widely to show his yellow teeth. “Don’t worry. 
I haven’t taken leave of my sanity, Bruce. I’m not joking about the 
threat—although I admit I don’t take it seriously, if you understand 
what I mean.” 


“Tm not sure I follow you, old man.” 


“This morning I received a rather sinister letter. It said that 
unless I agree to pay fifty thousand dollars, a black cat would cross 
my path and cause me bad luck.” John Ross puffed his cigar with 
amusement. “Imagine that. A black cat! These crank letters get 
sillier all the time.” 


“To whom were you supposed to pay the fifty thousand dollars, 
John?” Bruce Wayne asked quietly. 

“Oh, the letter was signed by the Catwoman.” 

“The Catwoman!” 

John Ross smiled. “I see you have heard of her, Bruce. She’s 
supposed to be a well-known criminal. I read the other day where 
she escaped from prison.” 

“It may not be safe for you, John, to dismiss a note from the 
Catwoman as a crank letter. Have you heard from her since you 
received the letter?” 


“Now, how did you know that? Just half an hour before dinner, I 
had a phone call. A very attractive feline voice asked if I were ready 
to pay up.” 

“What did you say?” Bruce Wayne asked, trying to keep the 
consternation he felt out of his voice. 


“T laughed at her.” 
“And what happened then, John?” 


“She made a sort of hissing noise, and said she would show me 
that a black cat can indeed bring bad luck—and within twenty-four 
hours! At that point I simply hung up on her.” 


“That may not have been wise, John,” Bruce Wayne said. 


“Come now, Bruce. The woman is an obvious crackpot. And I’m 
not the sort who knuckles under to that sort of blackmail. Pm not 
superstitious about black cats—and I’m not afraid of slightly addled 
females who call themselves Catwomen.” 


Bruce Wayne forced a smile. “I daresay you’re right, John. But I 
lead an unexciting life—and this does add a bit of excitement to 
that Canadian flight you were talking about. Would you object if I 
changed my mind and came along, after all?” 

John Ross put down his cigar. “Pd be delighted, Bruce. You 
know, if the Catwoman is responsible for your change of mind, I 
feel I owe her a debt of gratitude. You may be grateful to her too— 
when you take a good look at the property I’ve been telling you 
about.” 


Bruce Wayne toyed with his brandy glass. “Somehow I rather 
doubt that, John.” 


The next morning, as the red glare of a morning sun illumined 
the Gotham City airfield, Bruce Wayne and John Ross watched a 
twin-engine Beechcraft trundle out of its hangar. 


“Pm a good pilot, Bruce,” John Ross said. “Over a thousand 
flying hours. You don’t have to be nervous flying with me.” 


“Pm not at all nervous.” 


“I thought you were. Youve been looking around 
apprehensively.” 


“Was I? I wasn’t aware of it.” 
John Ross laughed shortly. “Are you keeping an eye out for black 


cats? You won’t see any at this hour of the morning.” 


Bruce Wayne was indeed keeping alert for some sign of the 
Catwoman. In the steadily increasing daylight the activity of the 
airport went on at its usual pace. There were planes waiting for 
instructions to move onto the runways, a jet plane was in the act of 
taking off, and a small private plane was coming in for a landing. 
Across the cement runway a luggage truck rumbled toward a huge 
jet plane to deposit its luggage in the cargo section. All was 
peaceful—all was routine. 


John Ross and Bruce Wayne climbed into the comfortable cabin 
of the plane. From the picture windows Bruce saw no sign of danger 
in the offing. 

He wondered whether Robin was already at his post and if he 
had noticed anything. 


Bruce Wayne need not have worried about his young partner. 


On the roof of a nearby hangar, Robin was keeping careful 
watch. He scanned the length and breadth of the airfield with his 
binoculars. 


“The Catwoman will have to make her move soon,” Robin 
thought to himself. “If she lets John Ross take off in that plane, 
she’ll never be able to make good her threat to strike within twenty- 
four hours. Somehow, she has to try to bring him bad luck by 
letting a black cat cross his path. But how?” 


Robin focused his binoculars on the plane. He could see Bruce 
Wayne at the window and John Ross at the controls. The propellers 
began turning as the twin engines warmed up. Robin’s binoculars 
swept away from the plane itself to survey the nearby area. 


Robin told himself, “Bruce can handle anything that happens 
inside the plane. But if the Catwoman strikes from outside...” 

The Beechcraft, with John Ross at the controls, moved out 
toward the runway assigned to it by Flight Control. Then the plane 
gathered speed, and began to race down the runway for the takeoff. 

At this moment a tractor rumbled awkwardly from a field 
adjoining the airport, crashed through a fence, and began moving 
directly across the flight path of the plane. 

From the hangar roof Robin saw what was happening. 

“The plane’s going to crash!” he shouted. 


He scrambled down from the roof, knowing as he did so that 
there was no chance in the world of his reaching the scene in time. 


Inside the plane, John Ross saw the tractor cross his field of 
vision. Then a man jumped from the driver’s seat and ran. 


John Ross hit the brakes in a quick instinctive motion. The 
plane’s tires screeched trying to hold the runway. 


John Ross flung his hands up across his face to protect himself 
against the inevitable crash. 


In that instant Bruce Wayne moved swiftly. He reached across 
John Ross, spun the wheel, and gave the plane a strong left rudder. 


The sturdy plane responded instantly, veering out of its direct 
collision course. A wing swept the side of the tractor, crumpled, and 
in a savage, jolting turn the plane toppled onto its broken wing. The 
propeller of the starboard engine shattered with a rending noise. 
Forward motion abruptly stopped. John Ross was hurled forward 
against the windshield and knocked unconscious. 


Bruce Wayne flung himself down in the seat as the plane toppled 
over. He was thrown forward by the crash, but was only badly 
shaken up. He did not lose consciousness. 


His first thought was, “That tractor—it was painted black! A 
Caterpillar tractor. That’s the black ‘cat’ the Catwoman said would 
cross John Ross’s path and bring him bad luck!” 

An ambulance with siren wailing sped across the field toward the 
site of the crash. 

When the ambulance reached the scene, the Catwoman leaped 
out of the back with two of her henchmen. 

“Perhaps John Ross will believe now that black cats are bad 
luck! Quick! Grab the money while they’re knocked out!” 

“This oughta be a cinch, Catwoman,” said one of her men. 
Catwoman, a superb figure in sleek black leotard and furred cape, 
watched as her men clambered onto the stricken plane. 

“So! John Ross did not take me seriously,” she thought. “Perhaps 
now he will realize that the Catwoman’s threats are always to be 
taken seriously!” 

One of her henchmen stood on the upraised wing of the tilted, 
plane, trying to force open the handle of the cabin door. 

As he did so, something suddenly seemed to propel him 


backward. He let go of the handle and staggered back, slipping on 
the wing and plunging to the ground below. 


“Clumsy fool!” Catwoman said. Then her eyes widened. 


Out of the cabin door of the plane erupted another caped figure 
—one that Catwoman recognized all too well. 


BATMAN! 
The Catwoman’s lean, black-furred figure tensed with rage. 


Her henchman had not slipped. He had been driven back by a 
blow from the Caped Crusader! 


Now the second henchman, a tall, rugged, broad-chested 
hoodlum, closed in struggle with Batman on the plane’s sloping 
wing. 

As they struggled back and forth, each seeking an advantage, the 
Catwoman cursed the unfortunate turn of events. Then she swiftly 
ran and entered the plane’s cabin from below. Inside, John Ross 
was slumped unconscious against the wheel. Outside, through the 
picture window, she saw her rugged henchman slug Batman with a 
roundhouse wallop. Batman careened back to collide heavily with 
the fuselage, where he hung, dazed, for a long moment. 


The Catwoman’s movements were sinuously quick. She searched 
John Ross’s jacket; next the side pockets inside the plane doors. She 
found nothing but a few useless documents. Then, half hidden 
under the seat that had been wrenched partly loose in the crash, she 
sighted a valise with a brass catch. She grabbed it, broke the catch, 
looked inside. 


Neatly stacked bundles of currency in marked wrappers! Each 
bundle was labeled “Five Thousand Dollars.” 


There were twenty of them. 


“A hundred thousand dollars,” Catwoman breathed huskily. 
“TWICE the ransom I demanded! That’s what John Ross gets for 
choosing to pay me—the hard way!” 


A quick glance at the plane’s wing sloping up from the cabin 
confirmed what Catwoman expected. Batman was winning the 
battle. The tall, broad-chested hoodlum—a former leading 
heavyweight pugilist whom she employed for just this sort of 
strong-arm encounter was swinging wildly in desperation. Even as 
Catwoman watched, Batman slipped inside his opponent’s punches 


and rocked him with a short, hard blow to the body. The tall 
hoodlum broke in the middle. As he bent over in pain, Batman 
brought up a swinging uppercut. The terrible power of that 
bludgeoning fist lifted the hoodlum several inches off the plane’s 
wing surface. Then he came down and collapsed as limply as a rag 
doll. 


“Time to get out of here,” thought the Catwoman. She leaped 
nimbly to the downward angling side of the cabin, opened the door, 
and slid lithely to the ground. 

As she ran toward the waiting ambulance, Robin came racing 
onto the scene. 

“I thought Pd be too late,” the Boy Wonder said. “I’m glad to see 
that you’re still here, Catwoman.” 

“I wish I could stay, Robin...” Catwoman flicked a match with 
her long claw fingernail. “But I do have a previous appointment.” 

Casually, she flipped the flaming match behind her. It landed in 
a pool of gasoline that had leaked from the ruptured gas tank of the 
wrecked plane. 

A puff of explosion, a quick yellow flare of light, then searing 
red-and-yellow flames intermingled and began to eat hungrily at 
the fuselage. 

Robin started for the Catwoman. 

“You she-devil!” he exclaimed angrily. 

She said, “I should tell you, Robin. John Ross is still inside that 
plane.” 

Robin halted abruptly. “What?” 

Catwoman indicated the burning plane. Hungry flames were now 
sweeping around the entire bottom section. Through clouds of 
smoke, Robin saw Batman dragging the unconscious figure of the 
tall hoodlum to safety. 

Catwoman said, “Are you going to let the poor man die? Tch-tch! 
Batman has more consideration for one of my men than you seem 
to have for poor John Ross!” 

“Consideration!” Robin exclaimed. “You tried to murder him— 
and you talk about consideration!” 

But he was already leaping toward the flaming pyre that 
moments ago had been an airplane. The intense heat would have 


driven anyone else back. But Robin pressed desperately ahead. 
Gasping for air, he reached the door to the cabin, opened it. 


Smoke swirled throughout the cabin, at its densest right above 
the unconscious slumped figure of John Ross. Robin crawled in 
behind him. In the cramped area, Robin tried to lift Ross with both 
hands beneath his shoulders. The man’s inert body was a sodden 
weight. Robin tugged and pulled with all his strength but John Ross 
came only halfway out of his seat. 


The smoke was now so thick Robin could not see. His breath 
came in choking gasps. Desperately he struggled to free John Ross. 
This time he got him out of the seat, moved him toward the door 
that led out onto the upward sloping wing. 


Hot sheets of flame shot up in front of Robin’s blinded eyes. The 
fumace-like blast hit him a moment later. The skin of his hands and 
face seemed to shrivel. 

A dark veil closed over his eyes. He fought it off. Once again he 
struggled to get John Ross’s unresisting body out of the cabin. 

He succeeded in opening the cabin door. A dense cloud of oily 
smoke surrounded him. Robin tried to hold his breath. His face felt 
scorched. 

He could see nothing. 

Finally he simply had to release his breath. The smoke was 
suffocating. Choking, he was forced to release his hold on John 
Ross. 

He fell to his knees, then slowly pitched forward onto his face. 


Consciousness slipped away from him in the fiery cabin. 


CHAPTER 10 


As Batman deposited the limp body of the hoodlum on the ground 
he saw Robin run toward the plane. Flames were shooting up on all 
sides. It was obvious that if Robin did not emerge within seconds, 
he would never come out. 

No human being could survive in that inferno of flame and 
smoke for longer than that! 

Crackling fire swept up along the fuselage almost to the cabin. 

Heedless of danger, Batman ran toward the plane. 

Behind him, the airport’s fire truck roared to a stop. The crew of 
firemen leaped out. 

“There goes Batman—into the fire!” 

“Stop him,” said the chief fireman. 

“We can’t. It’s too late. He’ll never reach the cabin!” 

“Play your hoses on him,” the chief commanded. “It’s his only 
chance!” 

The fire hose spurted water. As the stream strengthened and shot 
through the smoke and fire, Batman plunged toward the cabin door. 

He felt the cooling shock of the water just as it seemed he could 
go no further. It gave him new strength. In seconds, he reached the 
door of the cabin. It was partly open. But its metal was red hot to 
the touch. Batman’s black leather gloves smoked at the first contact. 

Then the great cold torrent of water splashed against the door, 
played over it. Batman grabbed the half-melted handle and pulled 
the door fully open. 

Robin and John Ross, half in the doorway, fell out to the ground. 

A tiny ribbon of fire moved along the ground toward the fallen 
Robin. Quick as a flash Batman leaped down and stamped it out 
with his foot. Then, dragging Robin with his right hand and John 


Ross with his left, he started back out of the blazing inferno. 


To the firemen, doggedly playing streams of water onto the ever- 
increasing blaze, the sight of Batman returning was hard to believe. 
Smoke-blackened, wisps rising from his scorched costume, the 
Caped Crusader came steadily forward. He was dragging the two 
unconscious bodies of Robin and John Ross behind him. 


“He made it!” a fireman breathed incredulously. 


“There isn’t another man in the world who could have done it,” 
said the fire chief reverently. 


Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson, wearing bath towels, were 
feeling much refreshed after a shower. They had applied medicinal 
salve to their minor burns and now waited for Alfred to return to 
the Batcave. 

“Too bad Catwoman escaped,” Dick Grayson said. 

“There was no choice,” Batman replied. “It was you or her.” 

Dick Grayson said nothing, but his eyes spoke volumes of 
gratitude. 

The tall, solemn Alfred appeared, carrying Batman’s and Robin’s 
uniforms over one arm. 

“T regret to inform you, sir,” he said somewhat reproachfully, 
“that your uniforms are scorched beyond repair.” 

“Nothing can be done with them, eh, Alfred?” Bruce Wayne 
asked. 

“I suppose I could mend and patch them,” Alfred answered 
disdainfully, “but that would hardly be proper, sir. One would 
hardly expect Batman and Robin to go about in patched uniforms.” 

“No, I suppose not,” Bruce Wayne agreed. He and Dick Grayson 
managed to repress grins. “But we do have spare uniforms and if 
the occasion arises we can use them.” 

“Yes, sir,” Alfred said. “I must say that the wear and tear on your 
clothing is simply staggering, sir.” 

“We'll try to be careful in the future,” Dick Grayson promised, 
trying to hold back his laughter. 

Alfred bowed slightly. “I would appreciate that, Master Grayson. 
I realize that the—uh—exigencies of your profession make it 
impossible to take proper care of your costumes. But perhaps, if you 


took a bit more care.” 
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“Well certainly try,” Bruce Wayne said. “I say—is that a 
newspaper I see sticking out of your pocket, Alfred?” 


Alfred was flustered at his breach of etiquette. “Oh, yes, sir,” he 
said. “I’m sorry. But I was obliged to put it there so I could carry the 
costumes. It contains an item I believe may possibly be of interest to 
you.” 


“What is it, Alfred?” 


Alfred took the rolled-up newspaper from his coat pocket and 
gave it to Bruce Wayne. A small column had been carefully outlined 
in blue crayon. 


It read: 


CIRCUS ACQUIRES VALUABLE BLACK CAT! 


The Samuel Slade Circus announced today that it had purchased 
a rare black Tibetan panther. The animal was captured several 
weeks ago and sold to the circus for a record price. Samuel Slade, 
owner of the circus, announces the rare Tibetan panther will be on 
display in a special cage during performances of the circus here in 
Gotham City for the next three weeks. 


Alfred cleared his throat. “This is somewhat presumptuous of me, 
I know, sir. But the reference to a black cat—at a time when the 
Catwoman is obviously on the prowl—struck me as of possibly 
more than passing interest.” 

“You're quite right, Alfred. We were just wondering when we’d 
run into her next. This is the sort of item that would attract her. rd 
better make a phone call to Samuel Slade.” 

A few moments later, Bruce Wayne was on the telephone. 

Samuel Slade’s voice was understandably suspicious. “How do I 
know this isn’t some sort of a gag?” 

“A gag?” 

“How do I know you're really Batman?” 

“TIl come to you in person, Mr. Slade, if you prefer. But there is 
a question I would like you to answer first. Have you received a 
threatening letter in the last day or so?” 


“We get all sorts of crackpot letters here,” Samuel Slade 


answered in a surly tone. 


“This letter would be different,” Batman said firmly. “It would be 
from—the Catwoman.” 


Silence at the other end of the telephone. 


“I don’t keep track of everybody who writes me threatening 
letters,” Samuel Slade said. “In my business you got to expect all 
sorts of crackpots.” 


“She would demand a ransom—threaten to bring you bad luck 
by having a black cat cross your path.” 


“Pm not superstitious,” Samuel Slade answered, too quickly. 
“Have you received such a letter?” Batman persisted. 


“Pm not saying I have—and I’m not saying I haven’t,” Slade 
parried. “Look, Batman—if that’s who you really are—in my 
business it don’t pay to get the wrong kind of publicity. It could 
scare away customers if they thought there was likely to be 
trouble.” Samuel Slade’s voice hardened. “Besides, nobody scares 
me into coughing up money just because they make some crazy talk 
about black cats and bad luck. Don’t you worry about Sam Slade. I 
know how to take care of myself!” 


“T hope so, Mr. Slade,” Bruce Wayne said politely. 


There was a click at the other end of the line; Sam Slade had 
hung up. Bruce Wayne turned to Dick Grayson. “I have a feeling 
we'll need our spare costumes, Dick. Alfred’s hunch was right. Sam 
Slade and his circus are next on the Catwoman’s list of victims.” 


“T guess she’ll try to steal that Tibetan panther, huh, Bruce?” 


“Its dangerous to try to outguess the Catwoman. Stealing the 
panther would be the obvious crime, Dick. We can rely on the 
Catwoman not to be obvious. Our role is simply to be prepared for 
anything.” 

Somewhat chastened, Dick Grayson replied: “Right, Bruce.” 


That evening, at shortly past eight o’clock, the opening parade of 
the circus got under way. Into the center ring tumbled the clowns in 
their outlandish costumes—one wearing a skull cap and a polka- 
dotted balloon-shaped outfit, another with a tiny straw hat and an 
enormous starched shirtfront bulging over outsized trousers, and 
still a third wearing a daisy collar and a shapeless woman’s dress 


with flopping giant shoes. The clowns were closely followed by a 
matched team of eight white Arabian stallions, prancing with heads 
down and limbs rising and falling in stiffly ceremonial rhythms. 
Skimpily attired ladies of the high-wire act followed, and behind 
them Waldo the Performing Seal balanced a huge striped balloon on 
its nose as it moved along the ground on its flippers. Then came the 
Lilliputians, the tiniest people ever known, each of them floating on 
a balloon tied to a single string that was held by Bonzo, the world’s 
smartest orangutan. Behind the Lilliputians came the platoon of 
elephants, towering in slow-footed majesty. 


In the circular arena, the audience watched, fascinated, as the 
endless parade of color and spectacle went on. Again and again 
applause swept up to greet a new act as it joined the throng of 
performers steadily gathering for the ceremonies in the center ring. 


The sound of the applause rose up, up toward the coneshaped 
top of the mighty circus tent. There was an opening at the top of 
the huge tent where all its supporting wires and posts converged. 


There, at the very apex, were—Batman and Robin. 


They were lying prone on the very height of the tent, peering 
down through the opening at the ceremonies below. From this 
vantage point they could watch everything taking place in the 
center ring as well as in the spectators’ section. By turning their 
heads they could see the grounds outside the big top, with the 
trailers that the circus people lived and traveled in and the cages in 
which the animals were kept. 


Tiny figures on a great billowing mountain of canvas, Batman 
and Robin watched and waited. 

After a few minutes, Robin nudged Batman’s elbow. 

“They’re moving the cage with the Tibetan panther,” he said. 

Batman studied the scene below. “They’re bringing him into the 
big tent for display in the climax of the opening ceremonies. 
Nothing wrong in that, Robin.” 

“That panther looks vicious to me. Look how he’s prowling 
around in his cage.” 

Batman narrowed his eyes as he peered below. He said, “He’s not 
used to captivity. It'll take a while to train him. He is a magnificent- 
looking specimen, isn’t he?” 


Suddenly, the ornamented cage which was being hauled by two 
circus strong men tipped over. A front wheel axle broke. The entire 
cage lurched forward and toppled to one side. Inside the cage the 
black panther howled in fear and fury. 


The two strong men started back for the trailer-cage to lift it. 
They began to waver. Their faces took on a puzzled expression and 
they sank down to collapse in a heap. 


From the shadows appeared the Catwoman and two men. She 
holstered a narrow-barreled pistol in her waistband. 


“Those hypodermic cartridges I shot into them will insure a 
pleasant catnap,” she said. “All right, men. Spread the catnip along 
a path leading to the big tent. Then open the cage!” 

One henchman hesitated. “I dunno, Catwoman. That panther 
looks plenty mean. Are you sure he won’t turn on us?” 

“Not when he gets a whiff of the catnip. He’ll follow that trail 
right into the big tent. During the pandemonium that follows, we’ll 
make off with Mr. Samuel Slade’s opening-week receipts. They 
amount to a great deal more than fifty thousand dollars!” 

At that instant a high yodeling sound commanded the 
Catwoman’s attention. She glanced up. 

Down steeply sloping canvas sides of the big tent, as though 
riding toboggans, came the swiftly sliding figures of —BATMAN 
AND ROBIN! 

The Terrific Two shot off the canvas ledge above the poles and 
catapulted through the air. 

Catwoman’s hand flashed to her holster, came up with her 
hypodermic gun. 

SWOOSH! 

The sound of the cartridge being fired was hardly audible. 

But the shot went wild as Batman and Robin tumbled past 
Catwoman right toward the cage where the black panther was 
being released. 

As Batman sped past, his arm swept up and delivered a quick 
judo chop on Catwoman’s wrist. Her gun went spinning high into 
the air. 

Catwoman cursed, fluently. 

One henchman had been working with a crowbar to break the 


lock on the cage. The lock snapped open just as Batman and Robin 
landed a few feet away. 


The henchman whirled, lifting the crowbar as a weapon to use 
against Batman. 


Batman sailed into the henchman with fists flying. The crowbar 
flew, and the thug let out a yell. Batman hit him again and he 
suddenly stopped yelling. He was out cold. 


Robin’s charge slammed the other henchman against the side of 
the overturned cage. The breath was knocked out of him. He tried 
to grab Robin’s arm to twist it so it would break. Robin tapped the 
man on the temple with his free fist, a light but accurately delivered 
blow. The henchman’s eyes rolled up. Robin stepped aside as the 
man fell heavily beside his inert companion. 


“Robin!” Batman shouted. “LOOK OUT!” 


Batman hurtled into the Boy Wonder, carrying him down as a 
black blurred shape leaped over them. 


“The black panther is loose!” Robin said, as he rolled over to get 
to his feet. “And he’s headed into the big tent!” 


“He’s following some trail,” Batman said. “The Catwoman must 
have planned it this way, Robin. But we can’t worry about that! If 
that black cat gets loose in the arena, he’ll cause more than bad 
luck! He’ll cause a panic!” 


“What can we do?” 


“TIl try to divert him, Robin. You get close enough to use the 
Batarang.” Batman’s grin flickered briefly. “And may I make a 
suggestion? Don’t miss!” 


Robin’s answer was unsmiling. “I won’t, Batman!” 


The powerfully muscled panther, head down, on the trail, sniffed 
his way quickly through the entrance. Two jugglers, waiting to go 
on, were in the corridor. Up went their dumbbells to fall in a clatter 
as they dove for safety. 


Not far from the entrance, at the edge of the center ring, were 
the finely matched white Arabian stallions. One stallion got the first 
scent of the killer panther. The stallion reared up high, snorting 
wildly, and unseated its rider. 


The other stallions veered away. A bull elephant trumpeted 
loudly. 


Batman and Robin reached the corridor. 

“The panic is starting,” Batman said tensely. “We have to capture 
the panther before he causes a stampede that costs people their 
lives!” 

Batman leaped to the side railing of the spectators’ section, ran 
nimbly along it, jumped down in the corridor directly ahead of the 
black panther. 

The panther raised its head; a low growl rumbled out to warn the 
strange intruder out of its path. 

As the panther growled, the panic of the horses in the arena 
increased. The handlers fought feverishly to keep them in rein. The 
whinnying rose to a crescendo. 

The panther advanced on Batman with its muscles knotting, 
bunching, and slowly relaxing within powerful haunches. 

The panther’s tail abruptly came down, the hind legs crouched. 

“Now, Robin!” Batman called. “It’s going to jump!” 

The panther uncoiled from the ground and rose in an angry black 
stab toward Batman. Suddenly its body straightened, its forelegs 
came up clawing the air, and the long tail lashed out in futile fury. 

Batarang coils had wrapped themselves about the lower part of 
the animal’s torso! 

Batman rushed forward, evading the wild groping of the 
infuriated panther’s claws, and tied the animal’s hind legs securely 
with a trailing end of the Batarang. 

The panther snorted in baffled rage. 

The swift and dangerous struggle near the edge of the center ring 
had caught the attention of a part of the crowd. The spectators were 
on their feet, poised between terror and excitement. 

“It’s Batman and Robin! They’re fighting the black panther!” 

“Say, that’s some act! How did the Slade circus ever get Batman 
and Robin to perform for them?” 

Now the battle was ending. Tightly trussed up by the Batarang, 
the panther lay on its side, making convulsive attempts to free 
itself. 

Sam Slade, the circus owner, bustled up to Batman and Robin. 

“T don’t know how to thank you, Batman,” he said, mopping his 


brow. “That was a close call. If the panther had ever gotten loose in 
the arena, there would have been real trouble!” 


“And a black cat would have caused it!” Batman observed 
meaningfully. 

Sam Slade stopped patting his forehead with his handkerchief. 
“You mean—the Catwoman?” 


“You did get a threatening letter, didn’t you, Mr. Slade?” 


“Yes, Batman. But I didn’t take it seriously. All that nutty talk 
about black cats and bad luck. I didn’t know she meant—” 


Someone shouted, “MR. SLADE!” 


A slender man wearing whipcord breeches and a flannel shirt 
raced into the entrance. There was desperation in his voice: 


“Mr. Slade! I’ve been trying to get you. Someone broke into the 
treasurer’s office during all the excitement! The week’s cash receipts 
are gone. More than eighty thousand dollars!” Batman and Robin 
stared at each other. 


“The Catwoman!” Batman said. “So this was her plot!” 
“She’s collected her ransom from Sam Slade,” Robin said. 


Batman started off down the corridor at full speed. “Well, she 
won't get away with it! To the Batmobile, Robin!” 


They raced out of the big tent. They heard the explosive roar of a 
powerful car engine and a low-slung black car raced past with 
turbines blasting. The prow of the car was shaped like the head of a 
great cat staring down at the ground with yellow headlight eyes as 
though seeking its prey. The wheels reached as high as the body, 
wheels with protruding, sharp-pointed, dangerously whirring sabers 
that made them a weapon to be reckoned with if another car came 
alongside. These were the dangerous claw-weapons of—the 
Catwoman! 


“There she goes,” Robin cried. “She’s escaping in her Kitty-Car!” 

In seconds the Daring Duo reached the Batmobile. The fabulous 
wonder car roared off in pursuit. 

Batman pressed the accelerator to the floorboard. Thrumming 
engines rose in a high paean of response. 

“Well get her!” Robin said confidently. “The Batmobile can 
catch anything on wheels!” 


The Batmobile seemed to float over a rough-rutted side road that 
led away from the circus big top. Soon they spotted the cloud of 
dust the Kitty-Car was kicking up in its trail. 


“That’s her!” 


At the same moment the Catwoman spotted her pursuers. “It’s 
Batman—in the Batmobile!” 


A henchman at her side swallowed anxiously as he watched the 
Batmobile surge forward in the rear-vision mirror. 


“They’re gainin’ on us, Catwoman. Can’t this Kitty-Car go any 
faster?” 


“Were going faster than any racing car ever built,” Catwoman 
snarled. “What kind of engines does he have in that thing?” 


Desperately she worked the throttle, trying to coax more speed 
out of the Kitty-Car. 


The Batmobile gained steadily. The grim chase sped across a 
main highway and into a wooded section. The two weird supercars 
maneuvered in and out through the trees. 


Still the Batmobile came on! 


The henchman quavered: “Maybe we better give up, Catwoman! 
It'll go easier with us!” 


“Don’t be a fool. I haven’t pulled the last trick in my bag of 
surprises. They’re digging a construction site for a new office 
building not far from here. That’s where we’re going!” 


The Kitty-Car roared past a warning sign, sent a wooden 
roadblock crashing out of its way. 


“There it is!” Catwoman said. 


The henchman stared ahead unbelievingly. “Nothin’ but a hole in 
the ground! Fifty foot deep! You’re not gonna drive us there, 
Catwoman? It’s sure death!” 


The Catwoman did not reply. The Kitty-Car raced straight for the 
excavation site. 


In the pursuing Batmobile, Robin gripped Batman’s arm. 
“She’s going to crash, Batman. She’s driving right into...” 


Robin did not finish what he was saying. As the Kitty-Car neared 
the excavation site, it put on another burst of power. 


Then the incredible happened! 


The Kitty-Car seemed to leap out into space like a real cat. It 
soared across the dark yawning pit of the building excavation with 
its giant wheels spinning in the air! 


CHAPTER 11 


On the far side of the excavation, the Kitty-Car made a landing that 
was cushioned by its giant wheels. It raced away into the night. 


The Batmobile shuddered as it decelerated and came to a sudden 
stop at the very edge of the excavation. 


“Holy jumpin’ jeeps! Did I see what I think I saw?” Robin asked. 
“Did that car fly?” 


Batman’s hands gripped the wheel tightly, and then slowly 
relaxed. “Not really, Robin. The car must be equipped with rocket 
jets so it can make short jumps! An interesting advance in 
automotive mechanics—and one that we might do well to 
incorporate into our Batmobile.” 

“You're taking it pretty calmly, Batman,” Robin said. 

“I don’t seem to have much choice, Robin.” 

“The Catwoman outsmarted us. She got away!” 

“That fact is all too apparent, so we have to make the best of it. 
The Catwoman has proved before this that she is a clever opponent. 
We'll get another chance at her, I’m sure—and next time the result 
may be different.” 

Robin shook his head. “I wonder if we will get another chance at 
her. Unlike the Penguin and the Joker, she doesn’t advertise where 
she’ll strike next.” 

“That makes the problem more difficult, Robin. But you know 
the saying ‘crime will out.’ When it does, we'll try to be on hand to 
deal with the Catwoman’s next infernal scheme.” 

Robin nodded his head in agreement, but it was plain to see that 
the Wonder Boy was unhappy about the way things had turned out. 

Silently Batman backed the Batmobile away from he excavation, 
turned the car about, and began the journey back to Gotham City. 


Aunt Harriet said, “A-plus in your sociology composition, Dick! 
My, my, that’s wonderful. I’m very proud of you.” 


It was three days later, and Dick Grayson and Bruce Wayne were 
sitting with Aunt Harriet in the spacious living room of Wayne 
Manor. 


She handed the composition papers back to Dick. “It’s amazing 
how you do it. You have so many interests, like birdwatching and 
everything, that one would think you hardly had any time for 
schoolwork.” 


Dick Grayson took his composition paper ruefully. “I’ve had a lot 
of time these past few days, Aunt Harriet. There’s hardly been any 
opportunity at all for—uh—bird-watching.” Bruce Wayne, reading 
in an easy chair nearby, lowered his newspaper. 

“T thought we might try our luck again tonight, Dick. 

There’s a good chance we might catch sight of a night-warbling 
catbird.” 

Dick Grayson’s face lit. “Do you really think so, Bruce?” 

“We can’t lose anything by looking for it. And we'll certainly 
never see one sitting around here.” 

“That’s right, Bruce. I’m ready any time you are.” 

Aunt Harriet picked up her knitting. She lowered the glasses on 
her nose to see better through the bifocals. 


“Dear me,” she sighed. “I don’t understand why you two like to 
gallivant about at night when you have such a nice comfortable 
home to stay in. Night-warbling catbirds and the like! I never heard 
of half these creatures you talk about!” 


Later that night, through the dark streets of Gotham City, the 
Batmobile was on the prowl. 


At an intersection a policeman making his call from a night box 
saw the Batmobile glide past and waved to it. 


A young girl, hurrying home from a date, anxious and a little 
afraid on the solitary night streets, saw the Batmobile’s shadow 
glide by. She smiled. Nothing could happen to her while Batman 
and Robin were nearby. 


Outside a poolroom a hoodlum, smoking a cigarette, saw the 
Batmobile turn a corner. He threw down the cigarette, stamped on 


it hastily, and retreated out of sight into the poolroom. 

In these and countless other ways, the presence of Batman and 
Robin was felt in Gotham City. 

But inside the Batmobile, a most discontented duo rode through 
the silent streets. 

“Three days now,” Robin said, “and not a word of Catwoman’s 
activities. This isn’t like her, Batman. She couldn’t stop with only 
two conquests—I mean John Ross and Samuel Slade, of course. 
Victory only whets her thirst for more victory.” 

“Check, Robin,” Batman said. “That’s why I thought we might 
find something by resuming our usual night patrol.” 

Robin sighed. “This seems to be one time your hunch didn’t pan 
out. We’ve been patrolling for hours. I’m tired, Batman. We might 
as well go home and—” 

Batman pointed off. “Robin, look here! Up the side of Gotham 
City Tower!” 

Against the height of the skyscraper—the tallest building in the 
city—there flashed a wide circle of light. Within the light appeared 
the awesome winged symbol of—a bat! 

“Commissioner Gordon’s signal,” Robin said. “He wants us!” 

“He must have been trying to reach us at home. It’s urgent—or 
he wouldn’t have resorted to the emergency signal to contact us.” 

The Batsignal flashed off, flashed on again. 

The Batmobile sped up, turned sharply at a comer, and within a 
minute was pulling up at police headquarters. 

Inside the building, the desk sergeant looked up from his ledger. 

“Oh, hello, Batman and Robin,” he said. “The commissioner is 
waiting for you in his office. Go right in.” 

“Thank you, Sergeant,” Batman said. 

Commissioner Gordon was staring out impatiently at the light 
signal on Gotham City Tower that was summoning Batman. A tall, 
elegantly attired man, with slightly receding hair and a brown 
moustache was seated at the desk smoking a cigarette. 

Commissioner Gordon turned impatiently as the door to his 
office opened. 

“Batman, thank goodness you're here,” he said. He indicated the 


man seated at his desk. “This is Mr. Ellison Drew, of the ship- 
owning family. He’s received a threatening letter from Catwoman.” 


“When did you receive this letter, Mr. Drew?” Batman inquired. 


“This morning,” Ellison Drew drawled in answer. “But I debated 
whether to mention the fact to the police at all. It seemed quite 
unnecessary.” 


“Why is that, Mr. Drew?” Batman asked. 


As Bruce Wayne, Batman knew Ellison Drew. Ellison was the 
third generation of the Drew family, a playboy whose interests were 
more centered in wine and women than in his business. Ellison 
Drew had once tried to cultivate Bruce Wayne as a friend, believing 
they had a mutual interest in a love of idleness and an abhorrence 
of honest labor. He soon found, however, that Bruce Wayne was not 
an idler or playboy, but a rich man who kept busy with many 
interests outside of business. From that point on the two men saw 
little of each other. Now there was no hint of recognition in Ellison 
Drew’s gaze as he regarded the famous crusader against crime. 


Ellison Drew blew out a casual wreath of smoke. “There actually 
isn’t much point in getting the police involved. Because, you see, I 
fully intend to pay the fifty thousand dollars that the Catwoman 
demands.” 


Commissioner Gordon blurted, “You can’t! That’s surrendering to 
blackmail!” 


“And what would you suggest, Commissioner? That I should put 
my faith—not to mention my safety—in the hands of Batman and 
Robin? They haven’t been notably successful against the Catwoman 
thus far.” His tone was supercilious. 

Batman said, “If you refuse to pay the blackmail, Mr. Drew, we 
will undertake to protect you.” 

“And how about my ships, Batman? I have a freighter sailing at 
midnight with a cargo worth far more than fifty thousand dollars. 
Suppose the Catwoman decides to seize that instead of taking a 
ransom?” 

“She might try, Mr. Drew,” Batman said thoughtfully. “What 
does the cargo consist of?” 

“It happens to be a load of trees being transshipped from the 
southeastern United States where this species is common. They’re 


being purchased by a very wealthy man to beautify the parks and 
gardens of his own city. The contract of sale insists that they arrive 
in perfect condition for transplanting. If anything should happen to 
that valuable cargo...” 


Batman said, “Is this a tree conspicuous for white flowers which 
appear in June? A stately and rather large-leaved tree?” Ellison 
Drew made a small moue of distaste. “You don’t have to parade 
your knowledge to me, Batman. I don’t know how you knew it, but 
yes, the tree is a catalpa.” 


Batman said, “A catalpa, Robin. What do you think of that?” 


“I think we might meet our mutual friend the Catwoman when 
the ship sails,” Robin said, with a slight grin. 


Batman turned to Mr. Drew. “I imagine you can arrange for us to 
be taken on board as ordinary crewmen?” 

“Of course I can,” Ellison Drew said coldly. “The question is, will 
1?” 

From behind the mask that covered Batman’s eyes a stem and 
demanding gaze was fixed on Ellison Drew. Ellison Drew met that 
gaze with an insolence that quickly faltered. A nervous smile 
crossed his face. With an effort he wrenched his glance away from 
Batman’s unyielding stare. 


“Well, of course, Batman, I’ll do anything I can to help.” His tone 
hardened. “But I do expect protection. If anything happens, Pll hold 
you personally responsible, Batman.” 

“PIl take that risk, Mr. Drew.” 

“Very good, then,” Ellison Drew said smugly. “I suppose that will 
be enough. If you should fail, you'll be disgraced forever in Gotham 
City. You can’t afford to have that happen to you any more than I 
can risk losing that cargo.” 

Batman inclined his head in a small ironic bow. “You’ve put the 
matter very neatly, Mr. Drew. I can scarcely improve on it.” 

Uncomfortably, Ellison Drew looked toward Commissioner 
Gordon. The commissioner was examining him as though he were 
some sort of specimen under a microscope. 

Ellison Drew straightened his tie, stood up. “Pll be in touch with 
you when I’ve made the necessary arrangements,” he said. 


Without a further word he left Commissioner Gordon’s office. 


At midnight the freighter Simon Bolivar pulled steadily away 
from Gotham City docks into the middle of the river. A tug whistle 
blew a hoarse farewell. A huge yellow moon rose behind the giant 
Statue of Freedom that stood with flaming torch held high near the 
harbor mouth. The shadow of the giant statue fell athwart the prow 
of the Simon Bolivar as the freighter slowly turned for the journey 
down-river to the sea. 


Out of the shadows of the giant statue, sailing directly into the 
path of the oncoming freighter, there appeared a tiny craft. 

Dick Grayson, acting as lookout on the prow of the freighter, 
grabbed a megaphone and shouted down to the single occupant of 
the sailing craft: 

“AHOY, THERE! HARD ASTARBOARD!” 


Bruce Wayne was working nearby. He wore the tight corduroy 
trousers and striped shirt of an ordinary seaman. He dropped the 
mop and pail with which he was swabbing the deck and ran to the 
railing beside Dick Grayson. 


Into the very lee of the freighter, barely fifty feet away, the small 
craft sailed on, headed toward disaster. The man at the steering 
wheel seemed unaware of danger. 

Dick turned an agonized face toward Bruce. “He must be deaf! 
He'll be killed!” 

Bruce Wayne’s answer was simply, “That craft has only one small 
triangular sail!” 

Dick looked at him as if he’d taken leave of his senses. 

“It’s a catboat!” Bruce Wayne said grimly. 

The freighter’s horn squawked a frantic warning. Its sharp 
cutting prow began to veer—ever so slowly. 

At that instant the man at the steering wheel of the tiny sailing 
craft leaped overboard. He began to swim rapidly toward the dock. 

Aboard the freighter, Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson stripped off 
their sailor costumes. 

A moment later two diving figures split the water near the 
catboat as it was drifting helplessly toward the oncoming prow of 
the freighter Simon Bolivar. 

Batman and Robin came up almost directly beneath the hull of 
the catboat. They heard the powerful groaning sound of the 


freighter’s straining rudders. There was a milky turbulence in the 
water. 

Unable to communicate underwater, the duo nevertheless 
instantly realized the danger. They saw why the catboat had been 
steered into the freighter’s path. 

Slung beneath the hull was the long pointed metal shape of—a 
torpedo! 

“We've got to release the torpedo!” Batman thought. 

Working swiftly, the Daring Duo struggled to loosen the supports 
that held the torpedo in place. 

By this time, the water near them was thrashing violently, stirred 
up by the propellers of the freighter. Batman and Robin fought 
desperately to hold their place in the surging streams and currents. 

Finally the last support came free and the torpedo dropped of its 
own weight, down toward the bottom of the river. 

“Robin!” 

Batman’s silent cry was one of despair. 

With a splintering, terrible crash, the tiny catboat was struck at 
the stem by the freighters prow. The shearing impact 
hurled Batman and Robin down in the wake of the torpedo. 

They twisted and tumbled helplessly. 

Shattered bits of wooden debris from the catboat settled down in 
the water. The catboat itself rapidly filled and floundered. 

Batman and Robin, still feebly struggling, were driven further 
toward the river bottom. 

Far below, the torpedo—meant to explode on contact with the 
freighter’s hull—settled into the soft mud of the river bottom. 

The daring of Batman and Robin bad saved the freighter from 
certain destruction. 


But they were unaware of it. Dazed and on the brink of 
unconsciousness, their bodies spun and sank toward a final resting 
place on the river bottom... 


Not far distant, the dramatic struggle bad been watched. Inside 
the Statue of Freedom, on a platform inside the hollow immensity 
of the statue’s lifted torch, Catwoman lowered her binoculars. 


Nearby, a henchman, also watching, found his voice. “Batman 
and Robin must’ve loosened the torpedo lashed under that catboat. 
I dunno how they managed to do it—but they did.” 


The Catwoman’s voice was slightly unsteady. “That’s obvious— 
from the fact that there was no explosion. They had time to fix the 
torpedo so it wouldn’t explode. But they certainly did not have time 
to escape.” 


Another henchman nearby said unbelievingly, “Ya mean— 
Batman is dead?” 


Catwoman turned her head away. She was silent for a long 
moment. 


“Yes,” she said finally. “Batman is dead.” 


“Boy, this is gonna wrap up the Tommy Award for you, 
Catwoman. I bet this is the happiest day of your life.” 


Catwoman whirled. “Fool!” she snapped. “Don’t say such idiotic 
things to me!” 


Before Catwoman’s fury, her henchman stepped back as though 
he bad received a blow. 


“I didn’t mean nothin’ by it, Catwoman,” he mumbled. “Gee— 
you’re glad Batman is dead, aincha?” 


“Glad?” The green eyes of the Catwoman flashed fire. Her hands 
opened to show her claws, and closed again. “Glad? Of course I’m 
glad. Why shouldn’t I be? Can you think of any greater triumph 
than killing Batman?” 


At this moment, on board the freighter Simon Bolivar, two limp 
bodies were hauled over the railing. 


Batman and Robin lay still, their hands loosely flung out on the 
deck and their bodies crumpled over the railing. 


Behind them two sailors clambered up rope ladders to the ship’s 
deck. The ship’s captain watched as the two bodies were laid out on 
the deck. 

“We found them floating face up on the water near the wreck of 
that catboat, Captain,” said one sailor. “I guess they must’ve been in 
the boat when we crashed into it.” 

The captain removed his braided cap. “Batman and Robin— 
drowned! Who would have thought their careers could end this way 


—in a simple boating accident?” 


One of the sailors, bending over the prostrate form of Batman 
said, “Sir! I think this one is still alive! I just felt a heartbeat!” 


“Begin artificial respiration at once,” the captain commanded. 
“How about the boy—Robin?” 


“Tm afraid he’s gone, sir,” the other sailor said. 


The captain’s face saddened. “Well, try artificial respiration with 
him too. There’s nothing to lose. Get started right away.” Two 
sailors took their places beside the bodies of Batman and Robin and 
the rhythmic pumping motion began, forcing water out of Batman’s 
and Robin’s lungs, trying to get their natural breathing started 
again. 

On and on the sailors worked; forward and back, rest, forward 
and back, rest. The only sound was the heavy breathing of the 
sailors themselves as they persevered in the seemingly hopeless 
task... 


On the deck of the Simon Bolivar, a miracle began to happen. 


Bubbling, harsh inspirations of air came from Robin’s pale lips. 
His chest rose in a shaky forced gasp, subsided, rose again. His 
breathing began to settle into a steadier rhythm. “I thought he was 
a goner,” the sailor said in astonishment. 


“He’s as tough as they come, though. A real plucky kid.” 


The captain, standing nearby, turned to where the other sailor 
was working over the unconscious Batman. 


“How is Batman?” 


“T think he’ll be okay, Captain. His breathing’s more regular. And 
his pulse is pretty strong.” 

The captain lifted his cap to wipe his forehead. “As soon as it’s 
safe to move them, send them down to the ship’s infirmary. At the 
lighthouse, we can put them ashore with the harbor pilot. They may 
need hospital care after what they’ve been through!” 


The Kitty-Car stopped before a wooden shack on the outskirts of 
Bayshore Marsh. Catwoman got out from behind the wheel and 
strode quickly into the shack. She was alone. Her henchmen had 
remained behind in Gotham City to contact John Whiting and the 
other members of the Committee of Ten. They were to arrange the 


Tommy Award ceremonies... 


Catwoman entered the shack and closed the door behind her. 
The dark interior was lighted only by the pale rays of the moon 
entering through a window. A pine tree outside the window cast a 
long black mourning shadow... 


Catwoman leaned back against the door. All the strength 
abruptly went out of her body. She brought her hands up to cover 
her face. 


She sobbed. 


“I—I never meant to kill him,” she said aloud. “But now he’s 
dead! The only man I ever loved!” 


CHAPTER 12 


The watchman had white hair, a red face, and gray eyes that were 
choleric and protuberant. 

“This is where they grabbed me,” he said. He pointed toward the 
partly open door of an office. “And that’s where they tied me up.” 

He turned indignantly to where Batman and Robin were standing 
near him on the ground floor level of the Statue of Freedom. 

Despite their recent grueling ordeal—less than twenty-four hours 
had passed since their narrow escape from drowning—the Dynamic 
Duo were back in action, trying to pick up the trail of Catwoman. 
Outside of a pallor that was unusual for Robin, they looked and 
seemed fit enough. 

Batman asked the watchman, “Did they say anything—anything 
at all—that would indicate where they were going when they left?” 

The watchman shook his head. “Nothing I heard, Batman.” 

“Do you mind if we take a look around ourselves?” Batman 
asked. 

“Not at all.” The watchman added a bit petulantly: “But please 
wipe your feet before you go traipsing on my clean floors. 
Catwoman and her men tracked mud all through this place.” 

“Mud?” 

“I barely got it cleaned up downstairs here. I haven’t gotten 
around to the upper level yet.” 

Batman and Robin started up the winding staircase that led to 
the upper part of the statue. 

“Just a moment, Batman,” Robin said faintly. 

Batman turned with his foot on the step. 

Robin forced a weak grin. “Do you mind if we take the elevator? 
It’s four hundred and forty-four steps to the top. And I’m not in the 


best of condition yet.” 


Batman was immediately solicitous. “Of course. The doctor did 
warn us about any strenuous exercise for awhile. We’ll ride up.” 


From the upper level, the view was breathtaking. The entire 
harbor of Gotham City was visible. They went through the open 
area, searching carefully. 


“Nothing here that even resembles a clue, Batman,” said Robin. 
“Just a few traces of dried-out mud.” 


“We'll take a sample back to the Batcave, Robin. Perhaps we'll 
find something under closer scientific examination.” 


Robin carefully scooped up some mud and put it into a 
receptacle in his utility belt. He looked at Batman. 


“I know,” said Batman. “It isn’t much to go on, but there’s no use 
complaining. It’s all we’ve got.” 


In the Batcave, early that evening, Batman and Robin worked 
like the precise scientists that they were. At a superelectron 
microscope, Robin studied minute particles of the mud sample. 
Batman subjected them to spectrographic and chemical analysis. 


Robin said, “I’ve discovered what those almost invisible specks of 
a foreign substance are, Batman. They’re pine needles!” 


“Very interesting, Robin. The spectroscope revealed another 
substance, too. I think I know what it is. I can prove it by heating it 
over the Bunsen burner.” 


A few moments later Batman indicated to Robin the result of his 
experiment. Under examination the incandescent vapor caused by 
the heating showed in the line spectrum as a brilliant yellow hue. 


“That indicates the presence of sodium chloride,” Batman said. 
“There can’t be a mistake. The position and color of the lines is 
never the same for any two elements.” 

“So we know that the mud contains pine needles and sodium 
chloride. What’s the next step, Batman?” 

“We’ll check our geological maps of Gotham City and it nearby 
suburbs.” 

On a nearby light-table Batman spread out several maps which, 
illuminated from below, showed clearly the topography and the 
composition of the soil throughout the city and its environs. 


While checking one map, Robin pointed to an area near the 
bottom right. 


“That Bayshore area has a good deal of sodium chloride—from 
old saltwater marshes that used to exist there.” 


“Youre right, Robin. And several clusters of pine trees grow 
there. Also, the ground is still a semi-swamp, which would account 
for the dried mud.” 


“I think we’ve found the area we're searching for, eh, Batman?” 


Moments later the powerful Batmobile swiveled on its turntable 
until it faced the hidden entrance to the cave. As the wonder car 
began to move, an electronic switch was thrown by the tires passing 
over it. A camouflaged section of hill which was the secret entrance 
to the Batcave swung back, and through the opening thus created 
raced the Batmobile—the most fabulous car in the world! 


In the Bayshore marshes, two limousines pulled up before a 
wooden shack. 


In the lead limousine John Whiting turned to his guide—one of 
the Catwoman’s henchmen. 


“Ts this the place? You can’t be serious. It’s only a shack. I never 
expected Catwoman’s hideout to be in a place like this.” 


“That shack is just what’s above ground. Wait’ll you see the rest 
of the layout, Mr. Whiting.” 


As John Whiting and the other members of the Award 
Committee entered the shack, their guide led them to a straw rug 
that covered part of the floor. Moving this rug aside, the guide 
revealed a trapdoor which he then pulled up by a handle. A flight of 
carpeted steps led down into the interior. 


When the group of men descended the steps they entered a room 
of such opulent dimensions and decor that even John Whiting gave 
an involuntary gasp. 


“This is more like it, eh, Mr. Whiting?” a silky voice asked. 
Lounging on a leopard-skin sofa at the far end of the room was the 
feline mistress of the underworld—the Catwoman. She was smoking 
a cigarette in her long holder, and on the back of the sofa crouched 
her black cat Hecate. 


“Welcome to my lair, gentlemen,” she said. “I know the errand 


on which you’ve come. Shall we get down to business quickly? 
Unlike most women, I abhor ceremony. Did you bring me the 
Tommy Award?” 


John Whiting turned to Oliver Therry at his side. Oliver 
unwrapped a long vertical package to reveal the gold-plated 
magnificence of the underworld’s top prize. 


Catwoman’s claws tensed and she seemed to purr as she eyed the 
coveted treasure. 


“It’s everything I ever wanted,” she murmured. Hecate gave a 
small meowing whine of pleasure. 


“If we had time, we’d have had your name engraved on the 
barrel,” John Whiting said. “But as it was, we didn’t hear about 
how you bumped off Batman and Robin until it was too late to do it 
up properly.” 

“Tt will do just fine the way it is,” Catwoman said. Her green eyes 
glowed with anticipation. Hecate licked its black whiskers with an 
indolently curving tongue. 


John Whiting took out a small sheet of notepaper from his 
pocket. 


“I do have with me a short tribute to you, Catwoman, which sets 
forth the reason we think you are entitled to the Tommy Award.” 
John Whiting cleared his throat and began, “First, because of your 
long and admirable devotion to a career of crime. Second, because 
of your outstanding success in creating and carrying out crimes 
which have the stamp of your own personality, viz and to wit, the 
cat-crimes hereinafter enumerated. Third, and by far the most 
important, we award this Tommy to you, Catwoman, because of the 
magnificent, unparalleled feat performed in ridding the underworld 
of the two worst plagues ever known in its history. Namely—” 


“Batman and Robin?” someone asked. 

John Whiting answered, annoyed, “Of course it’s Batman and 
Robin, you ignoramus!” 

Suddenly Catwoman’s voice hissed: “Who said that? Who asked 
that question?” 

Two caped figures vaulted down into the room. 


“Would you believe it if we said—Batman and Robin?” Robin 
asked with a grin. 


John Whiting yelped, “I thought you were—I mean, you’re 
supposed to be—” 


Oliver Therry swung up the gold-plated tommy gun. “This 
tommy gun is loaded. You have the distinction, Batman and Robin, 
of being killed by the Tommy Award itself!” 


Batman hurled a lamp through the air to shatter against Oliver 
Therry’s arm. As he staggered back, the tommy gun fired wildly 
into the ceiling bringing down a flaky hail of plaster and debris. 


Francois aimed a savage kick at Robin. 
Robin caught Francois’s leg in midair and swung him off his feet. 


“Tm getting a little tired,” Robin said, “of your kind of ballet. 
Now try mine for a change!” 


He swung Francois is around like a battering ram. From all sides 
other members of the committee were sent reeling as they collided 
with the swinging body of the Frenchman. 


One committee member tried to escape up the steps. Batman 
grabbed him from behind and he fell face-forward, clattering down 
the steps to the bottom. 


The room filled with the roaring of guns and the wild trampling 
of men rushing and the crash of furniture being overturned. 


John Whiting called over the tumult, “Stand together! They can’t 
lick all of us. Don’t try to fight alone!” His cry went unheeded. 


John Whiting saw Batman come at him. He swung wildly. 
Something that felt like a rock hit Whiting on the side of the head, 
knocking him flat. Dazed, he saw a man lift a chair high to crash 
down on Batman. 


Batman ducked adroitly out of the way. The chair came zooming 
down toward Whiting. 


He barely had time to start to cry out and to lift his hand before 
the chair landed full on him. That was the last John Whiting 
remembered of the battle. 


If he had stayed conscious a moment longer, he would have seen 
what happened to the chair wielder. That unfortunate man found 
himself holding one broken chair leg which he flung at Batman. 
Then his face turned the color of a pasty dough as Batman’s fist 
sank six inches deep into his stomach. An uppercut lifted him off his 


feet as it cracked beneath his jaw. He landed on a pile of three 
other bodies. 


Another hoodlum scrambled desperately up the stairs to the 
trapdoor. He succeeded in pushing it partway open. Robin, close 
behind him, grabbed the handle of the trapdoor and pulled it 
abruptly down again. The top came down with crunching force on 
the hoodlum’s head. He gave a deep sigh and slid all the way back 
down to the floor of the room. 


Hecate sprang at Robin. Clawing and spitting, the venomous 
black cat raked its claws at Robin’s eyes. The Boy Wonder, half- 
blinded, swayed back off the staircase. Unable to stop, he lost his 
balance and plunged to the floor himself. 

“Robin!” Batman called and started to go to him. But Hardrock 
Henderson, the six-foot-six giant of the Committee of Ten, stood in 
his path. 

ZOWIE! 

Hardrock Henderson’s fist met Batman’s jaw squarely. The Caped 
Crusader staggered back to the wall. Hardrock, with the glitter of 
triumph in his eyes, came at him. Hardrock’s hamlike fist shot 
forward like a piston. 

Batman moved his head. Hardrock’s fist went past him to collide 
solidly with the wall. 

“YEOWW!” Hardrock said fervently, in pain. 

He didn’t feel the pain long. Batman gave a chop at the side of 
Hardrock’s neck, hitting a certain nerve that put the burly fellow 
quietly to sleep. 

Batman turned to find Robin sitting up, dazed. 

“Don’t bother about me, Batman,” Robin said. “I’m okay. Get the 
others.” 

“What others?” Batman asked. 

They looked about the room. Prominent members of the 
underworld were draped over chairs, piled in heaps in a corner, 
lying peacefully asleep by the wall, sprawled at the bottom of the 
staircase. None stirred. 

Batman said, “Too bad we couldn’t follow the doctor’s orders 
about avoiding strenuous exercise.” 

“The Catwoman!” Robin suddenly exclaimed. “Where is she?” 


“She started up the stairs when her cat Hecate attacked you,” 
Batman said. “I was—uh—delayed by Hardrock Henderson.” 


“Let’s go after her,” Robin said, pushing himself to his feet. 
Batman said, “I was about to make the same suggestion.” 


As they emerged from the wooden shack above, they heard the 
roar of a car’s engine. Past a grove of pine trees sped the Kitty-Car, 
outlined by the full moon. Catwoman’s green cape flew out behind 
her as she drove. Perched on her shoulder was her black cat Hecate. 


“There she goes, Batman!” 


“Get into the Batmobile! Quick! Not a moment to lose!” Down a 
single lane of road that was like a silver thread in the moonlight the 
two cars sped. Catwoman drove recklessly in an attempt to evade 
her pursuers. She made a turn onto a connecting highway at full 
speed. The Kitty-Car clung with its giant wheels to the road but 
screeched in protest at the almost impossible demands made on it. 


But somehow it held to the road and raced on, with Catwoman 
hunched over the wheel. 


The Batmobile made the turn a moment after her, slowing only 
slightly as it shrieked around the intersection and then rapidly 
gathering momentum again. 


In the Batmobile, Robin picked up the Batphone. 


“Commissioner Gordon,” he said. “This is Robin. You can pick up 
a number of underworld chieftains in a shack over on the northeast 
side of the Bayshore marshes. You can’t miss the place. There’ll be 
two limousines parked nearby. Inside the shack there’s a secret 
entrance to a hideout apartment. That’s where you'll find them.” 

“Thank you, Robin,” Commissioner Gordon said. “Pll send 
Inspector O’Hara and some of my best men over there right away. 
Where are you now?” 

Robin said, “Batman and I are in the Batmobile—hot on the trail 
of Catwoman—uh, pardon me, Commissioner!” 

The Kitty-Car raced over a railroad crossing, crashing through 
wooden gateposts. Speeding down the track a locomotive shrilled a 
warning blast on its steam whistle. 

Closer and closer came the rocketing train as the Batmobile 
raced for the crossing. 


The Batmobile seemed to leap across the tracks, directly in front 


of the square metal face of the onrushing train. 


The wind whipped up by the train’s passage touched the back of 
Robin’s neck as it thundered by. 


“Pm sorry, Commissioner,” Robin said calmly, “I was interrupted 
there for a moment. Maybe I’d better call you back.” He hung up 
the Batphone. 


Down the main highway leading to Gotham City Bridge the two 
cars zoomed. The Kitty-Car wove in and out of steadily increasing 
traffic. Cars veered off the road to get out of the way of the two 
behemoths. 


Despite every evasive trick Catwoman tried, the Batmobile crept 
ever closer. Now it was barely a car’s length behind. 


Batman swung out and started to pull alongside. Robin rose 
slightly in his seat, prepared to jump across the intervening space. 
Catwoman pushed a button. Saber knives in her car wheels shot out 
further, whirring dangerously near to the Batmobile. With the 
merest touch on the wheel Batman moved the car expertly out of 
danger. 


But the distance between the two cars was now too great for 
Robin to make the jump. 


Batman saw a truck approaching on his side of the highway. He 
cut back in sharply, reducing speed for a moment. The truck 
rumbled swiftly by. 


But the Kitty-Car surged once again into the lead. 


They sped as though drawn by the same string toward the great 
bridge span that led to Gotham City. 


“Holy jumping grasshoppers!” exclaimed Robin. “The 
drawbridge! It’s open!” 

The Kitty-Car had now reached the entrance to the bridge. The 
red light was winking furiously. It warned all cars to halt because 
the drawbridge had opened to allow a ship to pass on its way 
upriver. 

The Kitty-Car did not slow down for a second. It flashed past the 
red-light warning. A policeman dashed out of a booth to shrill a 
whistled command. 


Up the ascending ramp went the Kitty-Car. Catwoman’s green 
cape flowed defiantly behind her. 


In the pursuing Batmobile, Batman’s jaw set grimly. 

“She’s headed straight for the drawbridge! She’s going to try to 
jump it!” 

“She can’t make it, Batman! It’s too far across!” 

The Kitty-Car roared up the last fifty yards of the incline. 

Straight out into empty space the car zoomed. Rocket jet flared. 

Across the wide gap in the bridge soared the Kitty-Car with 
Catwoman at the wheel. 

Suddenly the car’s forward speed diminished, the nose turned 
downward. 

A hundred feet short of the connecting end of the drawbridge the 
Kitty-Car plunged down into the black void. 

Down toward the river below! 

A geysering spout of water rose as the car plunged in. A second 


later the sound of the crash reached the height of the drawbridge 
where Batman had brought the Batmobile to a halt. 


Batman got out of the car slowly and went to the very edge. 
Robin came over beside him. 


In the darkness below a widening circle of water marked the spot 
where the Kitty-Car had taken its death plunge. 


Batman said slowly, “She went into the river rather than be 
captured. She must have known the Kitty-Car could never make 
that jump.” 

Robin said, “There’s no sign of life, Batman. But you can’t tell. 
She might have survived. She’s always claimed to have nine lives... 
like a cat...” 

Batman was silent a moment before be turned and went back 
toward the Batmobile. His gloved hands were tightly clenched. 

“He doesn’t believe she survived,” Robin thought. “To tell the 
truth, I don’t either...but with Catwoman, you never can really 
tell.” 


The next afternoon, in the trophy room of the Batcave, where 
mementos of the Caped Crusaders’ many battles with criminals 
were kept, a glass case was opened to receive a new trophy. 


It was the gold-plated tommy gun, the Tommy Award of the 


underworld. 


Batman placed the tommy gun inside the glass case. He closed 
the lid. 


Robin regarded it admiringly. “It was nice of Commissioner 
Gordon to turn this over to us, Batman. If you ask me, it’s the 
trophy Pll always prize most.” 

“Why, Robin?” 

“We got it only by defeating the Penguin, the Joker, and the 
Catwoman. We’ll never have a tougher time collecting any other 
trophy. At least, I certainly hope not!” 


Batman smiled at his young comrade. He said, “I guess you’re 
right. Now, suppose we change and go upstairs for dinner. Alfred 
told me Aunt Harriet has roast turkey and a special dessert for us. 
She’ll be disappointed if we decide to go bird-watching again.” 


Robin nodded cheerfully. “There’s a time and place for 
everything,” he said. “Right now, I’m awfully hungry. The only 
bird-watching I’m interested in is Aunt Harriet’s delicious roast 
turkey.” 

Batman flung his arm about Robin’s shoulders. Together they 
started out of the Batcave. 

Behind them, resplendent in its glass trophy case, they left the 
gold-plated Tommy Award for which the Penguin and the Joker had 
given their freedom—and Catwoman had sacrificed her life. 
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